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The folluwing Poems were composed by a yoang Lady in 
the year 1850. Many of them were written during seasons of 
considerable trial, and no doubt it will be readily perceived 
tliat they are the work of a young and inexperienced hand ; 
but as the Authoress feels that many hours which might 
otherwise have been gloomy ones, were cheered by the sweet 
influence of Poetry, she presents them to the Public, in the 
hope that they may possibly be the m^ ans of cheering the 

y ' 

solitude of the Mourner or* the Invalid; and should this 
be the case, will feel more thto repayed for her labours. 

Ockbrook, Derbyshire. 



H. UUD8T0N, 

PKIMTKB AND PUBLlSHLR, 

NOTTINGHAM. 




DEDICATION. 



TO MI DEAH FATHEH, 

ARE AFFECTIONATELY DEDICATED. 



When memory would recall 

The early hours of life, 
O'er which dim shadows strangely fall, 

Mixed ill fantastic strife — 
Thy form alone I clearly see 
Among the misty imagery. 

'Mid the surrounding gloom 
That shades that distant track, 

Old recollections, to the room 
Will oftimes bring me back, 

Where, duly every evening brought. 

My infant steps my Father sought. 

Distinctly I recall 

A weight of heavy woe ; 
How strangely Sorrow's hand doth fall. 

Before the touch we know ! 
My childish grief hath left a trace 
That Time cun never quite efface. 



A «hl8]Kr reacbed mj ear, 

A am stole to ni; eye, 
Tbey spoke of danger lery near, 

The; stud that Ibou Toaldat die ! 
Scntee Ramprebeuiliiig wbat I beard 
I aadlj pondered every word. 



And Btill can joj' imput : 
Gad IJBteued to oar prayera, ancl gate 
Commanda to cIobb the yawning grave 



Tbat golden chalD sent froni above, 

Tbal fellers, yet leaves free ; 
Those links iiisliDcUvelv ihai bind 
Heart nnto heart, and mind to miod. 

But oh ! in after yearB 

That intlmel changed to a-ill, 
I saw Ihee ainid griefa and fearB 

A tender Father slill ; 
I aaw Ihee tried, I tell the tvorib 
Those trials drew more fully forth. 

Believe tbig simple strain. 

This little Volume lake, 
Its pages were not penned in vain 

If valued for my sake : 
This first allempl to Ihee I bring. 
Accept Love'q earliest Offering. 

M. D. H. 
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THE COTTAGE AND ITS OGCUFANTS. 
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CoTTAQBs OF Enolavd ! happy, 
happy sound. 
How much of peaee and of repose may in those 

words be found ! 
Their simple magic conjures up, before the inward 

eye, 
Sweet images of hearth and home, too quickly 
passing by. 

They tell us of the rosy babe, his mother's pride 

and joy, 
(Her likeness yUlage dames can trace already in her 

WO 
They sketch, with tender pencilling, a mother's name- 

less cares, 

And thousand sweet anxieties, for the tender thing 

she bears. 

They shew us after this, a scene of childhood's 
careless glee. 
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They bear unto om ears the soand of laaj^ter wild 

and free : 
(An hour ago the orohin sat within the Tillage school, 
And conned, with half-diverted thoughts, the still- 
neglected rule.) 

They shew in after years that boy, a sturdy peasant 
now, 

And earnest thought is in his eye, and on his sun- 
burnt brow ; 

For he hastes with fragrant oflferings of garlands 
fresh and sweet, 

To one who listens earnestly, to hear his coming feet 

They tell us, as years roll along, with what an honest 

pride 
He labours for the little ones who cheer his small fire 

side ; 
While pleasing yisions flit at times before his 

thoughtful eye. 
Of a green old age, enliyened by their sweet society. 




They shew that pleasing dream fiilfilled, he guides 

the plough no more. 
But only trims in sunny hours the roses at the 

door; 
While human flowers, more bright by far, climb up 

the old man's knee, 
And ransack, for some tale of old, their grandsire's 

memory* 
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And oil they shew another sight, a quiet Churchyard 
scene, « 

Where waving grass bends o'er the graTes, and head- 
stones peep between : 

The Cottages of Enolahd ! Oh wondrous are the 
things 

That a single simple sentence oft before our Tision 
brings. 

Not far from England's southern coast, there dwelt 

in days gone by 
Beside a dark and sheltering wood, a peaceful family ; 
Full many a scented bud and bell 'neath those thick 

branches grew, 
And bloomed in spots that birds and bees, and 

gamesome squirrels knew. 

There in the springtide bluebells gleamed, throngh 

spangling drops of dew, 
There primroses, in starry tnfts, and taller cowslips 

grew, 
And the modest Lily of the Yale would bend her 

blossoms fair, 
For the heavy bee had entered them, and hung in 

rapture there. 

A little maid would oftimes come, in those sweet 

glades to play. 
And pass among those gentle things the sunny hoars 

away; 



IZ 
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Her father was a Forester, and she, an only ehild, 
In many a time of anxtoHs eare the weary honrs 
hegailed. 

For care could come with iron brow, e'en to that 

sylvan spot, 
And in this world of heaviness, oh say, where romes 

he not ? 
The little Maty often saw tears in her mother's 

eye, 
And looked into her face the while, in mate 

enquiry. 




The Forester had feared of late, that soon he must 

depart 
From the Cottage that a thousand ties endeared unto 

his heart : 
'Twas there he first beheld the light, there watched 

his parents die, 
And the old wells seemed to feel with him a secret 

sympathy. 

Who has not felt mysteriotis links, uniting him to 

things 
O'er which some scene of other days ]t» hallowed 

mantle flings? 
Who has not heard, at times like these, the Voices 

of the Fast, 
Bemind him of a parting smile, the loTeliest,'^the 

last ? 
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As time passed on a thought oceurred, inspiring him 

again 
Wilh hopes that stiU he might possess his small 

but prized domain; 
Another surely for a time their humble home 

might share, 
And when the cloud had passed away, it still would 

leave them there. 

One Autumn evening, when the sun had sunk in 

floods of light, 
And the drowsy flowers were closing up their petals 

for die night, 
The Forester arose to greet two strangers, who had 

oome 
Full many a weary mile, to make his house henceforth 

their home. 

A matron, wearing widow's weeds, led in her little 

son. 
He was the child of many tears, her hope, her only 

one : 
The gazer marking well her mien, beheld at once a 

proof 
Thait all her days had not been passed beneath a 

Cottage roof. 

Much thought and steadfastness of will, shone in her 

clear blue eye. 
And every gesture bore a stamp of quiet dignity ; 



\ 
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Tbofe eyes eoald look with tendemess through the 

long silken Ush, 
But if ttoased to wnth, could Tie with the li^tnini^ 

blindiog flash. 

The little Mtiy's heart was foil of happiness that 

night, 
The fdtnre rose before her eyes peopled with Tisions 

bright ; 
Her lot had been a lonely one, and she had sometimes 

thoagfat 
In company of birds and floweis to find the thing she 

songht. 

The flowers had withered in her grasp, the birds had 

fled away. 
In snch companionsbip she fonnd no pleasmies that 

would stay, 
Bnt now a little playfellow had come to take a share 
In every cherished project, and in every ebildish 

care. 

There is a page in life's dark book, to her sealed np 

as yet, 
A page that with despairing tears of millions has been 

wet: 
She knew that forest birds could speed on shining 

wings away. 
But she knew not that life's early dream is far more 

fleet than they. 
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Sbe knew that gathered lilies droop, and iu onr bosom 

die, 
But not that cherished hopes must fade in cold 

reality ; 
A little world of new delight stirred in her throbbing 

breast. 
And pondering on her happiness, she sank at last to 

rest 

Oh dazzling Tisions, that descend in elouds of rosy 

light. 
Oh glimpses of unreal bliss, too beautiful, too 

bright, 
Why hover ye before our sight, to sink in dark 

decay? 
Why tremble ye within our reach, only to pass 

away? 

Tet be it so — if for awhile the worn and weary 

mind 
Yielding to your enchantment sweet, a brief repose 

can find, 
Those moments from the ills of life afford a respite 

brief, 
And for a season chase away the heavy clouds of grief. 

As the desert-pilgrim welcometh the cool and bubbling 

well, 
As summer flowers bring gladness to the captive's 

gloomy cell, 
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So welcome we each transient gleam of bliss that is 

not oars, 
Though we leave it like the wayside well, though it 

fadeth like the flowers. 




Van M. 

UNREQUITED LOVE. 

Eleven springs have softly shed their perfumed 

showers of snow 
On the spreading hawthorn trees above, and the 

rustic hedge below, 
Since last our fancy visited the forest-shrouded 

cot — 
What changes have eleven years wrought in that 

peaceful spot? 

Why is it that the seeds of change are sown in earthly 

things f 
That the pleasure we enjoy to-day, to-morrow spreads 

its wings ? 
But this is well ; — if changeless bliss to mortals here 

were given. 
Our souls would soon forget to seek unfading joys in 

heaven.' 

We left but now a happy child, wrapped in the arms 
of sleep, 
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The heavy lids had closed o'er eyes that had not 

learned to weep — 
We find a maiden drooping with some cankering 

griefs or fears, 
For those laughter-flashing eyes are now too oft the 

home of tears. 

The heavy clond that once had hung above their 

humble home 
Had long since rolled away, and now a brighter hour 

had come: 
Prosperity had smiled upon and blessed their little 

store, 
Tet still the widow and her son dwelt with them as 

of yore. 

The Forester had never known the blessing of a son, 
And the frank and open-hearted boy became to him 

as one; 
He came as heaven's own sunshine comes, to cheer 

their cottage-hearth. 
To sooth them in their liours of gloom, to brighten 

hours of mirth. 

And Henry strove to lighten his adopted father's 

toil. 
And day by day he plied the axe, or turned the fruitful 

soil; 
But most he loved the quiet hour when day-light was 

declining. 
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And faiutlj through the ivied pane its parting rays 
were shining. 

Then for a season he was free, and he loTed to 

muse apart, 
To pass a few brief moments in communing with his 

heart: 
Should this retirement be disturbed, nor word nor 

look might tell 
Impatience at the loss of what he seemed to prize 

so well. 

His mother viewed her son with pride, in early 
manhood now, 

Rich chesnut hair was parted from his open Grecian 
brow; 

'Neath darkly-pencilled arches, eyes soft and thought- 
ful beamed, 

Whence anger rarely flashed, but whence affection 
often gleamed. 

His mother deemed him wanting in the spirit of his 

race. 
The' haughtiness she could not lose, e'en in that 

humble place : 
Hers was a spirit stem and proud, while his, though 

free and bold, 
Scarcely responded to her touch, cast in a different 

mould. 
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She told him if he prized her love, to deave unto the 

faith 
His Scottish father held before, and triamphed in, 

in death; 
With kindling cheek and flashing eyes, she pointed to 

the page 
That tells us of the martyr^s joy, 'mid persecution's 

rage. 

She told him of the CoT'nanters, who met on 

mountains bleak, 
How the songs of Zion floated from the bare and 

caggy peak. 
How timid maidens learned to smile at torture and 

at death, 
And unappalled by yiolence, calmly resigned their 

breath. 

She prayed him from the Scottish moors to choose 

out such a wife, 
To be the partner of his cares, the solace of his life ', 
While Mary heard with quiyering lip, and quickly 

filling eye. 
For the words were like the knell of hope, resounding 

heavily. 

The Cottage mirror told her that her face was passing 

fair. 
Yet was there set on that young brow the seal of 

early care: 
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And Henry kindly questioned her, he marked the 

frequent sigh, 
And the light that burned too fervidly in that once 

laughing eye. 

He loved her, — as a brother loves the sister of his 

heart, 
Who has in every passing care from childhood borne 

a part; 
He loved to call her *' Sister," and he felt himself 

her brother. 
Scarcely remembering that no tie had bound them 

to each other. 

A silken chain — a netted purse — the work of Mary's 

leisure 
He wore, and constantly displayed " his sister's 

gifts," with pleasure ; 
And if she offered him a flower, he kept it till it died, 
And when the scent and colour fled, 'twas quickly 

cast aside. 

How loved she him? His voice would call the 

colour to her cheek, 
And her eye grew eloquent with what her lip might 

never speak — 
But that voice has called her <' Sister," and a heavy 

shade of pain 
Has passed across her face, and now 'tis marbly 

white again. 
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A little workbox, closely locked, and laid aside with 

care, 
She pondered o'er in lonely hours; what treasures 

may be there? 
A silver thimble, never used, fragments of Scottish 

stone, 
Too sacred for another's eyes, bow precious in her own ! 

And more, a branch of blackberries, a]l shrivelling in 

decay, 
'Twas years since he had climbed the hedge, to 

reach the tempting spray, 
Some papers, roughly written on, nay, chips of 

forest trees; 
Say, why should Mary treasure up such worthless 

things as these? 

And oh she hoarded every look that memory had 

retained. 
And every word of tenderness, nay, even words that 

pained ; 
Yet Brother, that sweet sound of love, from Mary 

never fell, 
He did not guess the cause of this, a cause she 

knew too well. 

She rarely mentioned Henry, when absent from their 

home. 
For he sometimes left them for awhile, on Scotland's 

shores to roam ; 



V 
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But if another praised him, how she glowed with 

every word» 
Or raised a deprecating eye, if anght of blame she 

heard. 

Alas that we shoald ever love, or ever love in vain, 
That moumfallest of all delights, that extacy of 

pain ! 
Tet who that ever traly loved would wish to love 

no more, 
Or change that restless yearning for the calm that 

reigned before ? 

To love and be beloved { Methinks the swelling 

heart would break, 
Bat (hat it still must throb with life, for the beloved 

one's sake : 
Methinks the dizzy brain would turn, stunned by 

excess of bliss, 
But that it still must labour for the loved one*8 

happiness. 

To love in vain! The very words fall as the early 

blight, 
That brings to the expanding buds destruction in a 

night ; 
The pearly blossoms, tinged with light, that danced 

upon the bough, 
Fall from their airy dwelling place, withered and 

blasted now. 
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But here the simile mast end, the blighted blossoms 

die, 
Would that deliverance could reach the heart thns 

easily ; 
It still must beat, it still must bear that hopeless 

cureless grief. 
Until the welcome hand of death shall bring a late 

relief. 



Port Wt. 

THE TEMPTATION. 

Arotheb year had glided on, the hues of burnished 

gold 
That gilded every bush and tree, the approach of 

Autumn told. 
When Mary left her Cottage home, on household 

errands sent. 
And through the many-tinted wood her lonely way 

she bent 

Her simple purchases were made, once more she 

sought the wood. 
Then pausing 'neath a chesnut-tree, absorbed in 

thought she stood; 
Its fan-like leaves were fading, and its shining fruit 

was strewed, 
Across the narrow-winding path, which mournfully 

she viewed. 
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Perchance she thought that all her dreams were 

fading as those leaves ; 
Perchance the richly-polished fruit, whose lustre oft 

deceives, 
Beminded her that early hopes, so promising, so fair, 
Had only brought the bitterness that wounded hearts 

must bear. 

For Mary had her fancies, though a simple Cottage 
maid, 

And sadly she pursued her way, through the lone- 
some forest glade; 

When fluttering in the evening breeze, (the sunset 
hour was near,) 

She saw a white and silvery Teil, with wonder, mixed 
with fear. 

She chid herself for needless fear, which still would 

not depart, 
For chilling awe ran through her veins, and curdled 

at her heart: 
Yet stranger-ladies oftentimes came to those forest 

bowers, 
To sketch perchance some stately tree, or seek for 

curious flowers. 

But Mary as by instinct knew that one of different 

mould 
Was near her now, and nameless fears that would 

not be controlled 
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Deprived her feet of power to fly, and tremblingly 

she Bank, 
With throbbing brow and failing breath, upon a 

moss-grown bank. 

Shivering with terror as with cold, each old familiar 

bongh 
Seemed to take strange fantastic shapes^ ts terrify her 

now: 
The creaking of a withered branch froze on her 

listening ear, 
And e*en the rustle of a leaf increased the maiden's 

fear. 

A fresh reviving perfume, such as wafts from summer 

Seas 
When dimpled into curling waves by the refreshing 

breeze, 
Beealled her senses, stupified by terror and surprise. 
And timidly she lifted up her mild and lustrous 

eyes. 

Above her bent a face too fair to be of human 

birth. 
Whose very beauty plainly showed that it was nought 

of earth; 
A heavy mass of shining hair swept down in wavy 

curls. 
Still wet, as if from ocean's spray, and bound with 

priceless pearls. 
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The face had that soft rosy tint that glows upon a 

shell, 
On which, once seen, the lingering eye would fain for 

ever dwell ; 
A plume of feathery sea-weed drooped low from the 

sweeping hair, 
And crystal shoes, with coral clasps, left the white 

aukles bare. 

So much of kindly sympathy shone in that speaking 

eye, 
That Mary ceased to tremble, as the lady drew more 

nigh ; 
Her voice was like tlie liquid sound of joyous waves 

at play. 
When frolicking around the coast in glittering array. 

*' Sweet maiden, thou hast half dismissed, I see, thy 

needless fear, 
Dismiss it all, for there is naught that need alarm 

thee here; 
I would not harm thee, though my home is in the 

crystal caves 
That sleep in everlasting rest beneath the stormy 

waves. 

*^I left that home but now, and sought this lone- 
some forest glade 

To ask from thee a service, which shall richly be 
repaid." 
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Then Mary ventured to reply, but still half-timidly, 
** What can a Sea Nymph need," she asked, " from a 
peasant girl like me?" 

The Sea Nymph smiled, "Our queen requires thy 

services," said she, 
** To do what never could be done by Dwellers in the 

Sea, 
I She lately left our watery home, and floating through 

the air 
She marked a woodbine-mantled cot, and softly 

lighted there. 

"Unseen herself, she there beheld a fair young 

mother kneel, 
Filled with those sweet solicitudes which only 

mothers feel ; 
And entering noiselessly, she saw a sleeping infant 

lie. 
And gazed upon its angel face, with rapt 

intensity. 

"She gazed and gazed, until she felt that babe so 

fair to view 
Must dwell within our coral caves, and be a Sea 

Nymph too: 
She would at once have borne it to the ocean caverns 

wild, 
But turning with a sudden start, the mother sought 

her child. 
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*' She felt, she knew iustinctivelj, that danger 

hovered near. 
She clasped her sleeping treasure, filled with images 

of fear; 
9he hound a tiny pieee* of gold upon its little 

brow, 
Some sacred sign, and reassured she gazed upon it 

now. 

"I know not what that cross imports, its power to 

guard is such 
That none among our elfin race the infant dare to 

touch. 
We dierefore seek for mortal aid, to take away the 

sign, 
BemoTe the guardian symbol, and a rich reward is 

thine/' 

But Mary left her mossy seat with brightly-llashing 

eye, 
*'And thinkest thou with gold," she said, **mj peace 

of mind to buy?" 
**Be not so rash," the Nymph replied, **I did not 

speak of gold. 
The nature of that rich reward as yet I have not told. 

<* Our queen a crystal Tial hoards, among her treasured 

things. 
Filled with the dew-drops that of old fell from tbe 

angels* wings. 



■ 
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When once Chose radiant messengera swept through 

the morning air, 
Bevealed their glory to the earth, and left rich 

blessings there. 

** This potion calls to human hearts a love that may 

not fade, 
That will not be eclipsed by light, nor oTeipowered 

by shade; 
Say, hast thou never needed this? Thine eye has 

tearful grown, 
Consider! shall to-morrow see that priceless thing 

thine own?** 

O Mary, say at once the word that conscience would 

dictate, 
Befase the Syren's tempting bribe, before it be too 

late; — 
Not so — she lingers, hesitates, too overpowered to 

speak. 
The tide of thought still rashes on, and words are 

all too weak. 

The Sea N3nnph spoke, " I need not wait to day for 

thy reply. 
Bat think of it, and make thy choice, nor make it 

hastily; 
To-morrow seek this mossy glade, aboat the sunset time. 
And I wiU wait thy coming steps, beneath yon aged 

lime." 
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Alas that we should hesitate, when conscience bids 

us say 
That difficult and final word, the one decisive 

" Nay ! " 
If one reluctant look we east, upon the gilded 

bait, 
Sin conies, with sorrow in its train, and deep regret 

too late. 



^ 



Part W. 

THE REVEBIE. 

That evening Mary hurriedly withdrew to seek 

repose. 
But through the dark and silent hours her eyelids 

would not close ; 
And as she listened restlessly to the moaning Autumn 

wind, 
Strange, busy, and conflicting thoughts were passing 

through her mind. 

"How needless were my fears," she thought, "of the 

Dweller in the Sea; 
Who among mortals is so fair, or half so kind as 

she? 
But the sweet Nymph demands too much, it were a 

cruel thing, 
To that young mother's gentle breast such agony to 

bring. 
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C'How sweetly Henry smiled to night!) but, being 

young, she may 
Oire birth to other little ones, not to be snatched 

away; 
And after all, I scarce can think that such a simple 

charm, 
Save in the fancy of the Nymph, could shield the 

child from harm; 

'*A something whispers loudly that I should not 

touch it, now, 
(How kindly Henry asked me of my flushed and 

thoughtful brow:) 
The Ocean Queen would never harm, but would 

protect the child, 
I fancy her a gentle Nymph, benevolent and mild. 

**If Henry loved another maid, and sought her for 

his wife. 
Oh never, never, would I cross the comfort of her 

life; 
But since he still is fancy-free, (that last bright look 

of his!) 
I should not, if I gained his love, destroy another's 

bliss. 

** But then of course it would be wrong to steal the 

child away; 
To steal it ! That was not the word used by the 

lovely fay; 



\ 
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Say, mhei to exalt it to a higher nee Hmri 

oarg, 
Fairer to look apoQ, endowed with far cnpericr 

powers. 

("That thrilling tone in Henry's voice, how plainly I 

recall!) 
Oh that the heauteous Water Nymph had not revealed 

it all ! 
Had she hut asked me to nnhind the liband from its 

brow, 
I should not then have felt the pangs which agoniae 

me now. 

** I cannot do it ; — No, the hour of weakness now is 

past. 
And better, calmer reasonings prevail with me at 

last. 
I will go boldly to the tree, refuse the proffered 

bait, 
On duty's path I need not fear her anger or her 

hate. 

("How chilling 'Sister' sounds from him!) What 

would the Sea Nymph do. 
If I to-morrow such a line of conduct should pursue ? 
Undoubtedly she would withdraw, to seek another 

maid, 
Who would perform the service, and as richly be 

repaid. 
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(** Ob if I had but Henry's love, how proudly would I 

scorn 
The costliest of the gems that now their cayenis 

may adorn!) 
But where would be the difference, if another hand 

than mine, 
And certtiinly it will be so, withdraw the holy sign ? 

** Yes, there would be a difference, tlie sin would rest 

elsewhere, 
I should not have the penalty of conscious guilt to 

bear; 
That were a difference indeed : I would that I could 

sleep, 
And these unquiet reasonings in sweet oblivion 

steep. 

*'But then, suppose another maid should love my 

Henry too, 
And gain the crystal vial, Oh how sadly should 

1 rue 
The hour when foolishly I scorned that precious, 

precious thing, 
That promised to my aching heart such blessedness 

to bring. 

''And what more likely? Ah! I feel, I know, it 

would be so, 
The thought is madness — Death, — not death, but 

tortures long and slow 
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Would then become through future years my miserable 

lot, 
For to the broken-hearted ones, death oftentimes 

comes not 

"And if the maid who won him thus, (Oh agony too 

great!) 
Should prove unworthy, how should I bewail myself 

too late — 
Bewail, indeed ! I should not know another happy 

hour, 
For Henry's future happiness is now within my 

power. 

" Do I not love him more than that young mother 

loves her child? 
Comparisons are useless all, yet stay, that Being mild 
Who once resigned Heaven's glorious throne, and left 

its matchless bliss. 
Unto a lost nnd ruined world, felt such strong love 

as this. 

*' Alas I that thought was sinful, yet no other type 

expresses 
The ocean of affection which my burdened heart 

confesses. 
How much of love the heart can hold ! but mine is 

flowing o'er, 
And if I were indeed his wife, I could not love him 

more. 
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" Soiuething impels me to consent, to cast aside my 

fear, 
That f^entle, monitory voice, I less distinctly hear: 
Have I decided ? No, not yet ; I am not pressed for 

time, 
We meet not till to-morrow eve, beneath the aged 

lime." 

And thus uneasily she mused, till darkness fled 

away, 
And the curtains of the night rolled back, before the 

coming day. 
Love strove with duty, and kept up a warfare wild 

within; 
Alas that any thing so pure should ever lead to 

sin ! 

*Tis ever thus — Heaven's choicest gifts become in 

human use 
All stained and blackened, subject to perversion and 

abuse ; 
The snow that noiselessly descends, white as a 

seraph's wing. 
Dazzling from perfect purity, becomes a loathsome 

thing, 

From contact with this lower world, but most from 

human touch ; 
That sweet exotic from the skies, called Love, is 

stained as much ; 
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All fresh from heaven it comes, perfumed as with 

the angels' breath, 
But once on earth, it shares the fate of every thing 

beneath. 

And once again, Oh never let us hesitate awhile 

On doubtful ground, or steal a glance at objects that 

beguile 
From the safe path, nor let us strive, as Mary strove 

that night, 
To make guilt seem like innocence, to make the wrong 

seem riglU. 

A thousand evil counsellors will quickly give us 

aid, 
Nor can we easily regain the path whence we have 

strayed ; 
Tbe voice of conscience, once rebuked, is fainter than 

before. 
And hushed and quieted, at length it troubles us no 

more. 

And Mary rose as morning dawned, half thinking it 

was right 
To steal the infant from its home, half thinking that 

there might 
Be somewbat in tbe act of guilt, half grieved that 

they had met, 
And wholly ill at ease, because her mind was wavering 

yet. 
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e 
She took her wonted place, and stro v to aet her 

wonted part, 
But wild delight, and bitter pain, were throbbing at 

her heart: 
And Henry, speaking tenderly of happy seasons 

past, 
Called her "his Sister," with that word the die at 

once was cast. 



THE STOLEN TREASURE. 

That evening, the descending sun saw Mary on her 

way. 
Softly she trod the forest paths, where squirrels love 

to play; 
The ripened nuts sliped from their husks, and 

pattered on the ground. 
And Mary, pale though resolute, started at every 

sound. 

The Water Nymph was watching her beneath the 

appointed tree. 
She saw that to her strange request the maiden would 

agree : 
"And now, sweet maid," she gently said, "shall it be 

No, or Yes ? " 
And Mary low replied, " I come to seal my happiness ; 
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"Bat is the infant near at hand?" *<No/' said 

the Nymph, " but still 
Nor time nor distance shall have power to cross our 

sovereign's will; 
See you yon cluud, that softly rolls towards ns from 

the Sea P 
'Tis wafted from my watery home, our chariot to be." 

The cloud descended where they stood, and opening, 

gave to view 
Three cushions of the fleecy mist, tinged with a rosy 

hue ; 
A Sea NympU sat on one of these, of light and playful 

mien, 
"Here," said the other, "you behold my sister, 

Coralline. 

"Now let us enter, take your place fair maiden 

without fear. 
For Coralline through trackless air will be our 

charioteer." 
And soon the three were sailing through the vast 

and pathless space, 
And of the forest they had left no vestige could they 

trace. 

"Suppose,*' said Coralline, "we fail, fair maid, to 
bring you back, 
m would you find your way alone, through such 
an airy track?" 
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" Nuy sister," said the other Nymph, ** I pray yoa 

keep your mirth 
For fitter seasons, startle not this daughter of the 

earth." 

At length the cloud descended near a woodhine- 

trellised cot, 
"Now I,** said Coralline, " will go with Mary to the 

spot;" 
"I fear your love of merriment," the other Nymph 

replied, 
"Let me attend the maiden, you, within the cloud 

ahide." 

The merry elf assented, and the two set forth alone. 

But Mary faltered, as she crossed the little threshold- 
stone. 

For at a distance she beheld the fair young mother 
stooping 

To raise some flowers, that heavily upon the path 
were drooping. 

They drew a snow-white curtain from the sleeping 

infant's bed; 
" Now," said the Nymph, " remove the gold that 

glitters o'er its head;" 
But Mary for one instant stood, transfixed with mute 

surprise. 
Then heavy tears, like summer rain, fell from her 

half-closed eyes. 



40 THE EXILB OF THE WATERS. 



Whose face did it recall to mind, that granefal little 

browP 
She knew the colour of those eyes though closed 

in slumber now; 
It smiled, — that was a well-known smile — she could 

not do the deed, 
But here the Sea Nymph interposed, and urged her 

to proceed. 

It was too late to pause — she loosed the riband from 

its hair. 
The Sea Nymph raised the coverlid, and lifted it 

with care ; 
The time was precious, forth they sped, and ere a 

minute passed 
The three were safely in the cloud, the child was 

their's at last. 

** Have you been weeping, maiden ? " asked the 

sportive Coralline, 
'* The drops of grief that mortals shed my eyes have 

never seen. 
Although salt-water is my home, and native element; 
If we fulfil our tasks so well, we shall be often 

sent." 

** We" said the other with a smile, "you entered not 

the cot," 
** And pray,** said Coralline, " whose fault was it that 

I did not ? 
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I Dever nursed a mortal babe until this Lour — 

but see, 
Indeed the old Sea Nymph my nurse, ne'er took 

such care of me." 

Here Mary scarce repressed a smile, she never yet 

had seen 
A nurse so inexperienced as the playful Coralline; 
The infant seemed to think so too, she could not 

let it weep, 
So taking it from Coralline, she lulled it soon to 

sleep. 

** This gentle nurse must stay with us," observed 
the sprightly fay, 

" To lull to sleep that weeping babe, and tend it 
all the dav;" 

Her graver sister kindly told the maiden that a 
rite. 

To change the nature of the babe, would be per- 
formed that night 

** There is our mortal friend's abode," said Coralline 

once more, 
" Say, shall the cloud convey you to your father's 

cottage door ? " 
" Ah, no ! " said Mary, fearful lest her socret 

should be known, 
" And have you brought the priceless thing that 

was to be my own?" 



I 
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*' Such promises," said Coralline, " are often made 

in vain ; " 
" Sister," rejoined the graver Nymph, " yon give 

the maiden pain, 
Our orders are to take her to our caverns 'neath 

the waves, 
That from our queen's own hand she may receive 

the boon she craves." 

** I love to tease," said Coralline, " forgive my foolish 

play, 
I do but seek to banish grief from this fair child 

of clay :" 
The cloud now swiftly took them to the vast and 

foaming main. 
It plunged beneath the billows, and they stood on 

ground again." 

On solid ground, though underneath the waters of 

the Sea, 
While overhead with heavy splash thundered the 

billows free ; 
A spacious cavern closed them round, the roof was 

formed of spar, 
And pearly walls of other caves still glittered from afar. 

Nor were these caves untenanted, Hght sylph-like 

forms were seen 
Gliding among them, each bestowed a smile on 

Coralline ; 



A 
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And Mary pressed the sleeping babe more closely 

to her breast, 
And followed to a splendid ca^e, surpassing all the 

rest. 

There sat a stately Nymph, whose brow was crowned 

with dazzling light, 
She smiled upon the slumberer, and drew a crystal 

bright 
Forth from her robe — 'Twas the reward that Mary 

sought to gain ; 
The maiden grasped it eagerly, with pleasure, yet 

with pain. 

And now the queen spoke to a Nymph, who hurried 
her away, 

Because beyond the fall of night, the Sea Nymphs 
may not stay, 

Sa^e under risks and penalties, from their resplen- 
dent caves, 

And a Sea Nymph must conduct her now, forth 
from the surging waves. 

The cloud was waiting, promising another airy ride, 
A Sea Nymph was within, and soon Mary was by 

her side; 
They rose in upper air, with one low reverence to 

the queen, 
And Mary looked upon her guide — the playful 

Coralline. 
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How closely you retain yonr prize," began the 

sprightly elf, 
'* I scarcely should desire to own a thing like that, 

myself ; 
Having beheld our caves, yon will not care on latid 

to roam, 
'Tis dreary in comparison ; but we have reached 

your home." 



Part VH 

REMORSE AND DESPAIR. 

The shades of eve were falling fast, as Mary reached 

the door. 
Delighted to regain her home, and look on it once 

more ; 
And first she hastened anxiously her treasure to 

conceal, 
Not without many a thought of what the mother now 

must feel. 

They met around the blazing hearth, and Mary beard 

with grief 
That Henry on the mom must go, though for a 

season brief, 
To visit, as his custom was, connections far 

way; 
A cold chill fell on Mary's heart, but why, she could 

not say. 
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She could not trust herself to bring the vial forth 

that night, 
And anxiously the maid resolved to walcen with the 

light : 
Sleep fled away for hours, but when she woke the 

red sun shone 
Full from the east, she quickly rose — to find that he 

was gone. 

She did not weep, but day by day she watched for bis 

return. 
And still more brightly in her heart the flame of love 

would bum ; 
Yet strange forebodings cast at times their shadows 

on her breast, 
That poisoned all her waking hours, and robbed her 

of her rest. 

One evening, in the Autumn woods she wandered 

forth alone, 
A step approached, ah, could it be ? No, yes, it 

was his own ! 
She bounded on to welcome him, with kindling 

cheek and eye. 
But her fond and anxious questioning scarce met 

with a reply. 

His eye was changed, his cheek was pale, his brow 

was clouded o'er. 
Where was the beaming smile that oft had greeted 

her before ? 
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She could not question him, her words nnnttered 

died away, 
She falteringlj pronounced his name, 'twas all that 

she could say. 

He sat heside her on the hank — he spake in accents 

low, 
** I meant not that my altered mien should grieve 

my sister so, 
But heavy trouble has but now been pressing on 

my heart, 
And I need the comfort that I know my Mary will 

impart. 

" One secret only in my life have I concealed from 

you, 
A dangerous one, and I would not inyolve my sister 

too; 
$ut now a something urges me to tell you of my 

grief. 
And in your love and sympathy, perchance to find 

relief. 

** Three years have passed, since in the North I 

first beheld a spot 
Where softly-swelling hills enclose a woodbine- 
trellised cot ; 
lud but three inhabitants, a gentle girl was one, 
mother, and a serving-maid, and there ihey 
lived alone. 
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" I loved the daughter ferveDtly, and sought her for 

my wife, 
I felt as if mj Adelaide was needful to my life, 
I found that she responded to the love that filled 

my breast, 
But many ao anxious doubt and fear she timidly 

expressed. 

" She and her mother both professed, she said, a 
foreign faith, 

Her mother blindly followed it, to her it would be 
death 

For Adelaide to wed with one who bowed not at 
her shrine — 

Nor looked with reverence on the things she wor- 
shipped as divine. 

** My mother, as my Mary knows, abhors the very 

name 
Of foreign creeds, and on her side our fears were 

still the same; 
So that we deemed it better for the present to 

be still, 
Aud not by any stubborn course to cross our 

parents' will. 

** Besides my Mary, know you that we are not what 

we seem. 
My mother once had wealth, of which she ceases 

not to dream ; 
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She thinks that all may be regained by me, in 

future life, 
And little would she wish to see a cottage-maid my 

wife. 

" And thus I roused, but suddenly my loved-one's 

mother died, 
And left her desolate but free, and she became my 

bride ; 
My mother little guessed the cause that often led 

me forth, 
To visit, as she rightly said, connections in the 

North. 

" At length an infant daughter waked sensations of 

new bliss. 
And in my absence she became her mother's 

happiness ; 
Her eyes were like the midnight sky, her hair like 

silken gold, 
Already in a shining mass upon her shoulders 

rolled. 

" But few days have elapsed, since last I went to 

see my child, 
I heard my Adelaide give way to lamentations wild ; 
One moment of uncertainty, as in the porch I 

stood. 
Another, and my aching eyes the empty cradle 

viewed. 



\ 
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" My loved one told me, that she once had felt a 

nntueless dread 
Conceniing her, and she had fixed a gold cross o*er 

her head, 
That but a few days afterwards the empty cot she 

found, 
And the riband with the little cross were lying on 

the ground. 

I " We parted in the deepest grief, even as we had met, 
And of our missing darling we have no account as 

yet ; 
And now my secret is confessed, my mournful tale 

is told ; 
But Mary trembles, wherefore is my sister's hand 
I so cold?" 

i 

I She could not answer, rising up, she left him 
standing there. 
Her heart was breaking with a weight of woe too 

hard too bear; 
She had borne many gnefs before, but this was 
more than grief, 
■ It was that deep and dark despair that will not 
seek relief. 

All night the demon of Remorse was raging in her 

breast, 
And thoughts of horror closed her round, and would 

not be repressed ; 
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All night she did the deed again, in one long 

waking dream, 
She eoald not weep, she could not think, save on 

that dreadful theme. 

)Was it for this that she had lulled her conscience 

to repose ? 

And all her dreams of happiness, was this to be 
their close ? 

Had she destroyed lier Henry's bliss, and brought 

upon his hearth, 
Mourning, and heaviness, and woe, in place of 

childhood's mirth ? 



When the cold daylight broke at last, the room was 

whirling round, 
And Mary slowly, dizzily, the Vial sought and 

found ; 
It was too much — She left the house, to enter it 

no more, 
And scarcely conscious what she did, she sought 

the pebbly shore. 

She dashed the useless Vial that had lured her, in 

the wave, 
A moment passed, and she had plunged within a 

watery grave ; 
The glancing waters closed above her fair and 

youthful head. 
As heavily she sank to rest, upon her sandy bed. 
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THE EXnjB IN HEB NEW HOME. 

How fared oar little Exile, in her strange and 

brilliant home, 
The gorgeoas cayems, that repose beneath the 

ocean's foam f 
A Sea Nymph now, most rapidly in beauty did she 

grow, 
And the strange secret of her birth as yet she did 

not know. 

Her wary hair in clouds of gold descended, soft as 

light. 
And 'mid the rolling billows gleamed in streaks of 

radiance bright; 
The Sea Nymphs called her ''Floss," although the 

softness of her hair. 
More than surpassed the silken threads that mortals 

love to wear. 

Deep thoughtful eyes of darkest blue lit up the 

young Nymph's face, 
And sometimes gleams of tenderness well nigh 

betrayed her race; 
Yet was she happy, ignorant of any other lot. 
And the cave assigned her by the queen was a gay 

and gorgeous spot. 
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It was a grotto made of shells, piled up in bright 

array, 
The solid pearl that formed the roof gave back their 

colours gay; 
While shiuing squares of spar composed the smooth 

and polished floor, 
And a clear transparent crystal served for window 

and for door. 

A couch of feathery seaweed in a sheltered ingle lay. 
And curtains of spun gossamer shaded the dazzling 

ray 
That else had beamed too fervidly, from a rare and 

lamp-like stone. 
That shed its splendid brilliancy in the dark hours 

alone. 

This stone had been a present from the Sea Nymphs* 
stately queen. 

And rarely had the ocean-world an equal treasure 
seen ; 

The ray it shed was bright as day, soft as a new- 
made star. 

And Floss, if absent, could behold its glories from 
afar. 

A small square heap of glistening pearls her toilet- 
table made, 

And few and simple were the things upon that 
toilet laid — 
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A mist like Tell, an amber comb, two anklet rings, 

were there, 
And a seaweed riband, that confined the Nymph's 

luxuriant hair. 

Bat Floss possessed a treasure far surpassing gems 

or gold, 
A treasure whose exceeding worth in words can 

scarce be told, 
A treasure wealth can never buy, or poverty remove. 
One that misfortunes ne'er affect, although its worth 

they prove. 

It was not that she still increased in favour with 
her queen, 

Distinction such as this has oft a speedy downfaU 
seen; 

But she possessed the choicest gift the Powers 
above can send, 

A mine of deep exhanstless love, a true and faith- 
ful friend. 

When kindred hearts can trustfully in perfect union 

beat. 
That full unwavering confidence becomes well nigh 

too sweet, 
Too much impressed with Heaven's own seal, to be 

indeed our own, 
As if such perfect happiness could scarce on eartli 

be known. 



\ 



54 THB EXILE OF THE WATBB8. 

What friend was chosen by the graye and thought- 
ful ocean-daughter ? 

Surely the gentlest Nymph that skimmed the softly- 
rolling water ; 

Not 80 — It was the merriest elf that waited on the 
the queen, 

The sprightliest of all her tribe, the sportive Coralline. 

'Tis often thus — In earthly friends this difference 

we see 
In those who love each other well, and constantly 

agree ; 
No two were more dissimilar, no two were more 

together, 
Than the gamesome Coralline, and Floss, in every 

wind and weather. 

The gay and gladsome Coralline scarcely retained a 

thought 
Of the strange way in which her friend had to their 

caves been brought ; 
Her thoughtless nature aided well the spellsj the 

queen applied 
To hush the memory of the act, so that it quickly 

died. 

The endless mirth of Coralline brightened the 

thoughtful grace. 
That else had shone too pensively in Floss's gentle 

face ; 
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And the sweet grarity of Floss subdued the frolics wild 
That had too oft to danger led the playful ocean- 
child. 

Each mom at daybreak Coralline to Floss's cave 

would come, 
And with gay smiles would lead her friend forth 

from her sparry home, 
And through the glorious water-world the live-long 

day they strayed, 
And chased each other through the deep, or in the 

seaweed played. 

Sometimes they sought for those rare things the 

mighty Sea contains, 
And brought them from their cool abode, beneath 

the watery plains ; 
Sometimes the Sea-Anemonies they found among 

the waves, 
And brought the strange and lovely things to deck 

theii pearly oaves. 

And many living things they found, half animal, 

half flower. 
And watched their strange and rooted life, and 

wondered at their power ; 
And things that changed, camelion-like, their hue 

with every light, 
And many-coloured stones, whence gleamed the Sea 

Camations bright. 
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And Floss would often ponder on the treasures they 

had found, 
And spend whole hours in gazing on the wondrous 

things around : 
While Coralline one moment looked, and then would 

dart away, 
Beholding from afar some prize, whoes hues were j 

still more guy. 1 

I 

They ever sought their home before the falling of 

the light, 
None of their tribe might linger in the outer waves 

at night, 
Because a hostile race of Nymphs came forth in 

those dark hours, 
A fierce malignant tribe, possessed of far superior 

powers. 

And if one of the kindlier tribe forsook her shel- 
tering cave 

At night, and fell into their hands, that Nymph 
became a slave ; 

Hard tasks were portioned her, within their dark 
and drear domain. 

And never might her longing eyes behold her home 
again. 

And therefore Floss with shrinking dread would 

hasten to her home, 
And when the sun had disappeared, no longer would 

she roam ; 
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The first soft twilight shade, that spread its mantle 

o'er the Sea; 
Unto her fears the harbinger of danger seemed to be. 

But seldom would her thoughtless friend within her 

cave retire, 
Until the last faint rosy light was trembling to 

expire ; 
Sometimes she lingered even yet, then with a 

sudden bound, 
Surprised by danger near at hand, her eavem sought 

and found. 

Then would she laugh at her escape Arom danger 

very near, 
While Floss's agitated face too plainly shewed her 

fear ; 
Not for herself, but for her friend, those anxious 

fears would rise. 
While merriment still overflowed in Coralline's bright 

eyes. 

The sweet remonstrances of Floss were all bestowed 

in vain, 
Each evening saw her giddy friend on danger's 

brink again : 
And thus their days and nights passed on, among 

the booming waves. 
And sorrow rarely visited their rainbow- tinted 

caves. 
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THE FRIENDS. 

One summer morning, when the dawn was strug- 
gling with the niglit, 

And the soft clouds were faintly tinged with streaks 
of coming light, 

Floss was aroused by Coralline, and called from 
home away, 

To pass the long and sunny hours in merriment 
and play. 

As forth they passed, the day had dawned, in its 

effulgence bright, 
The fleecy clouds with joy received the showers of 

falling light: 
The Sea had caught the tint of morn, and glowed 

with liquid gold. 
And joyfully the little waves in quick succession 

rolled. 

The morning hours passed blithely on, the sunny 
noon drew nigh. 

When Floss beheld a tiny isle, reposing languidly 

Beneath the overpowering ray the glorious noontide 
shed, 

And gracefully the little trees were waving over- 
head. 
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Now Floss had ever felt a tie that drew her to the 

land, 
A deep instinctive yearning, that she could not 

understand ; 
And now this feeling drew her to the isle, she 

could not pass, 
Bnt gazed in dreamy thoaghtfolness upon the silky 

grass. 

« Methinks," she said to Coralline, ** that yonder 
shady hower 

Would be a pleasant refuge from the fervid noon- 
tide hour ; 

And I would fain more closely see the rosy buds, 
that grow, 

(As scattered by an angel's hand,) among the grass 
below." 

" I like a change," said Coralline, "but yet I do 

not love 
Upon the dry and dreary land with languid feet to 

move ; 
Too can ascend that little cliff, and gratify your 

wish, 
But I would rather stay below, and chase that 

flying fish." 

So Floss ascended quietly the little pebbly beach, 
Until the many-tinted flowers were all within her 
reach ; 



I 
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A hidden fount of sympathy gushed in the young 
Nymph's heart, 

And made her cling to things like these, as of her- 
self a part. 

She watched the form of Coralline, as gracefully she 

sped 
After the bright and buoyant thing that still before 

her fled, 
Until her fairy form was lost amid the waters wide. 
And her glad voice drowned amid the splash of the 

receding tide. 

The minutes passed, and Coralline at length ap- 
peared again, 

But on her fair and sunny brow there was a shade 
of pain, 

For once the mischief-loTing smile from her bright 
lips had fled. 

Her hapless prize was in her hand, the flying fish 
was dead. 

Floss took it gently from her hand, its little life 

was o'er, 
So lately full of restless joy, it struggled now no 

more ; 
Death was to them a wondrous thing, and neither 

of them spoke. 
Till Floss's softly-chiming voice at length the 

silence broke : — 
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" What is this awful power, that thus turns living 

things to stone ? 
This was a creature bright with life, 'tis now mere 

flesh and bone ; 
Where is the animating power that stirred its little 

frame ? 
How is it that it thus becomes the same, yet not 

the same ? " 

** I know not how to answer you, my Floss,*' said 

Coralline, 
And springing to her lip once more her own arch 

smile was seen ; 
**I meant not to destroy its life, but we can ne'er 

restore 
Its former glad vivacity, so let us weep no more." 

But all that day a pensive shade remained on 

Floss's face ; 
Had her late solemn thoughts of death stiU left a 

quiet trace f 
Or was it rather that the cloud of heavy trouble 

near, 
Had cast a shadow on her path, a vague and 

nameless fear? 

How often coming woe will send a messenger 

before, 
As if it fain would knock awhile ere entering our 

door; 



^v 
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And every knock calls forth a thrill of undefined 

alarm, 
While yet we know not where to look for the 

approaching harm ! 

'Twas evening when they reached their home, the 

sun had sunk to rest, 
And strange and boding thoughts were rife in 

Floss's gentle breast ; 
She would at once have sought her cave, but 

Coralline delayed, 
Floss could not leave her heedless friend, yet knew 

not why she stayed. 

And Coralline at length beheld a Nautilus afar, 
Sbe darted through the parting waves, like a bright 

shooting star ; 
Unmindful of the risk, she flew to chase the pearly 

prize, 
While heavy dew was gathering in her friend's deep 

azure eyes. 

What could Floss do ? The mists of night were 

round her gathering fast, 
And if she longer lingered there, that night might 

be her last 
Of freedom, but she could not leave the giddy 

Coralline 
cruel foes, so hastening to tlie Caves, she 

sought the queen. 



Few words sufficed to state the case, and by the 

queen's command 
Together all the Nymphs went forth a close and 

fearless band, 
That Coralline, if possible, they yet might find and 

save, 
And bring the heedless Water Nymph in safety to 

her cave. 

Vain hope — the Sea was glittering with that re- 
splendence bright 

That changes the expanse of waves to sheets of 
glittering light, 

Yet though the Sea seemed changed to fire, no 
token could they trace 

On either side of her they sought, the lost one of 
her race. 

A wild malignant laugh, they heard, and shudderingly 

they drew 
More closely to each other's side, yet still they 

searched anew ; 
They could not give her up ; they looked where 

they had looked before, 
Seeking without a ray of hope, sooner than seek 

no more. 

The flaming coral brightly gleamed upon them, as 

they passed. 
Their light forms on the brilliant gems a passing 

shadow cast ; 



\ 
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The streamiDg seaweed miDgled with their sofdy- 

shining hair. 
And Sea Flowers roond them twined, themselves 

the brightest Sea Flowers there. 

They dashed aside the sparkling foam, that feU 

like showers of snow. 
Again into the blue abyss that calmly heayed below : 
They startled many a living thing forth from its 

pearly bed. 
And unparsued the brightest forms before them 

swiftly fled. 

The moon now cast her tender glow sadly npon 

the Sea, 
The sister they had loved so weU, the favonrite, 

where was she ? 
The booming of the waves upon the rocks alone 

replied. 
And the last lingering ray of hope within their 

bosoms died. 

Slowly and sadly they gave up the search, without 

a word, 
Again that wild and scornful laugh upon the waves 

they heard ; 
None spoke, but each one felt that all was lost for 

Coralline, 
heavily they brought the news in sadness to 

the queen. 
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Port 1£X* 

THE PILGRIM OF THE DEEP. 

Thb Exile of the Waters wept without lestndiit 
that night, 

■ 

She covered up her lamp-like stone, she loathed its j 

I 

cheering light ; i 

All pleasant things were gloomy now, and hateful I 

to her mind, ! 
And comfort in her deep distress she did not wish 

to find. ''^ 

At length a ray of sunshine hroke the heavy cloud 

of fears, I 

She smQed as if a rainhow shone through the still- j 

falling tears ; 
She mused awhile, and then resolved to act, and I 

not to weep, \ 

And conquering her tears, she strove to find repose i 

in sleep. 

The early dawn saw Floss within the Cavern of the j 
queen, | 

A fixed, immovable resolve, might in her face be 
seen. 

The queen had wept throughout the night, "And 
so, fair Nymph," she cried, 

'* The tears that fell so heavily for Coralline are dried.** 
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** My queen,'* said Floss, " I do not weep, for tears 

are all in vain, 
Nor can my friend by drops of grief be e'er restored 

again : 
I go to seek her now, and if it be indeed too late 
To bring her back to happiness, then will I share 

her fate." 

*' Oh rash resolve ! " exclaimed the queen, " and 

whither wouldst thou go ? " 
'* I first must try to find," said Floss, ** the Gavems 

of the foe." 
" My child," rejoined the queen, " in truth you know 

not what you say; j 

Why should I be at once deprived of both of you 

to-day ? 

" Our lost-one surely would not wish that such a 

thing were tried, 
'Twould but increase her woe to see you suffering 

by her side ; " 
And other arguments she used, but Floss replied, 

" I go,- 
8he would have died, had I been lost, to save me 

from such woe." 

The queen looked into Floss's face, and saw her 

purpose fixed, 
A pensive smile shone through her tears, of pride 

and sorrow mixed ; 
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Pride, that the gentle Floss should shew such 

steadfast love and faith, 
And sorrow, that she thus resolved to share a living 

death. 

She sought not longer to dissuade, she saw 'twas 

all in vain ; 
She glided to her treasure-cell, and when she came 

again 
She hore a tiny piece of gold, graved with a mystic 

sign, 
** Behold my choicest Talisman," she said, " and 

now 'tis thine. 

*' Without this aid no glimpse of hope for your 

return I see, 
£nt with it, you may possibly yet come again to 

me ; 
Until your friend is free, guard well this treasure 

for her sake, 
The form of any living thing, at will, you thus 

may take." 

With earnest words of gratitude Floss took the 

little charm. 
And trusted by its wondrous power to keep secure 

from harm ; 
She lingered not another hour, although her heart 

was fain 
To tarry in the happy home she might not see again. 
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Where was the shrinkiDg timid Floss, the gentlest 

ocean-daughter 
That ever on a summer eve skimmed o'er the 

golden water ? 
Behold her steadfastly resolve to brave the dreaded 

foe, 
And to her mortal enemies' abode of doom to go. 

One look she cast upon the Gave that sheltered 

her so long, 
And as she quitted it, her thoughts found way in 

plaintive song: — 

" Farewell, thou starry dwelling, 

Farewell, thou pearly roof; 
My heart with grief is swelling, 

But this must be the proof 
Of deep untold devotion. 

That I can freely go. 
To roam the desert ocean, 

To brave the cruel foe. 

" Farewell ye walls, reflecting 

The soft lights of the sky ; 
Far hence my course directing. 

To dark abodes I fly : 
I would not weep at parting, 

I willingly depart ; 
But the tears that still are starting 

Betray my aching heart. 

" Farewell, familiar faces, 

Kind clinging hearts adieu; 
In drear and distant places 

I will remember you : 
It may be that for ever 

My mournful leave I take, 
This I can do — but never 

A sufl^ering friend forsake." 
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And plnnging in the deep blue waves, they bore 

her far away, 
While still the softly-sighing wind brought back 

her parting lay ; 
And silently the Sea Nymphs mourned, where could 

they hope to find 
A playmate such as Floss, the fair, the bright, 

the good, the kind ? 

For many and many a weary day, Floss roamed the 

deep in vain. 
And hope defered pressed on her heart its sickening 

weight of pain : 
When she had roamed with Coralline, the sunny 

hours had flown, 
But heavily the young Nymph felt that now she 

was alone. 

When night descended on the waves she used the 

wondrous powers 
Her golden Talisman possessed, throughout the 

darksome hours ; 
Shaped like some creature of the Sea, she suffered 

no alarm. 
And could she find the foes' abode, might enter, 

safe from harm. 

One day she saw a wondrous thing upon the waves 

at rest, 
She knew not what it was, but joy tumultuous 

filled her breast; 



1 
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Deep-hidden sympathy spoke loud, and urged her 

to draw near, 
Gladly she glided to its side, without a thought of 

fear. 

'Twas like a giant Nautilus, a dark and monstrous 

thing, 
And o'er it flapped incessantly a white and sweeping 

wing; 
Beneath that wing moved living forms, and not 

unlike her own, 
She gazed, until she almost felt that she was not alone. 

They marked her not, they kept their course yet 

still she lingered nigh. 
As anxious with those stranger forms to store her 

memory : 
Sweet smiles she saw, fond words she heard, light 

forms before her moved, 
And as she followed them, she gazed, and as she 

gazed, she loved. 

They passed away, but other thoughts were flitting 

through her mind 
Than of the friend she sought, or of the friends 

she left behind: 
Who were these beings ? What the link that 

viewlessly connected 
Her fate with theirs ? That shadowy dream, so 

dimly recollected. 
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THE EXILE IS TRIED AND PROVED. 

Ohb evening, when the sinking san had tinged the 

waves with flame. 
That shone more faintly, as the night in solemn 

silence came, I 

Floss recommenced her evening watch, and skimmed ! 

the heaving Sea, 
Still brooding o'er her late surprise, with faithful '• 

memory. i 



When lo, beneath a mass of rock, that o'er the 
billows hung, 

And on the now fast-darkening waves a deeper 
shadow flung. 

Two Nymphs with joy the Exile saw, of the malig- 
nant race. 

Now, of the missing Coralline she might obtain a 
trace. 

Softly she floated to the spot, and treasured every 

word. 
Trembling with countless hopes and fears, their 

low discourse she heard ; 
One seemed to be the chosen friend and favourite 

of their queen, 
But not a word was uttered of their captive, 

Coralline. 



I 



Floss lingered still in hope, she learned that soon 

the treacherous friend 
Would raise a party round herself, her sovereign's 

reign to end. 
*' You," said the other, " who so long the qaeen's 

affairs have known, 
Can surely find the fitting means to hurl her from 

her throne." 

" In part I can," the favourite said, " but yet I 

fear the powers 
Of that strange amulet of hers, I would that it 

were ours ; 
Then would we gladly use it, to dethrone the queen 

we hate, 
Nor should a single Water Nymph dare to deplore 

her fate." 

Floss grieved, as the vindictive words fell harshly 

on her ear, 
Yet joyed to think that from dark plots her queen 

had nought to fear ; 
She would not linger, with a sigh she tamed her 

to depart, 
For many a fear for Coralline was heavy at her heart. 

That gentle sigh was borne along upon the breath 

of night, 
And the Sea Nymphs turning hastily, beheld her 

full in sight; 
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Tbey caught and seized her instantly, her Talisman 

she clasped, 
And a pearly creature of the Deep, alone the Sea 

Nymphs grasped. 

** 'Tis magic," said the favourite, " a Talisman is 

here, 
I would that it were ours, we then should have no 

more to fear; 
jResume I pray your former shape, fair daughter of 

the Sea, 
Give ear an instant to my words, but fear no harm 

from me.'* 

£v'n as she spoke her hold relaxed, but floss with 

one light bound 
Upon the overhanging crag a partial shelter 

found ; 
She feared to trust the treacherous Nymph, and yet 

she longed to know 
If Coralline were still detained a prisoner by the foe. 

** Remain there if you will," began the Nymph who 

first had spoken, 
*' You doubt our faith, but yet our word once passed ^ 

shall not be broken ; 
Now tell us of your race, your will, your projects, 

and your powers. 
It may be that your purposes will eoxrespoi^ ^ith 

ours.'* 



¥ 
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Floss paused in doubt, the other Nymph now 

smiled, and raised her head, 
'* This is the loving friend of whom onr captive 

speaks," she said : 
" 'Tis even so," said Floss, ** I left our caverns for 

her sake ; 
Oh think you, would your queen for once a heavy 

ransom take ? " 

" Our queen !" the favourite sneered, '' her reign 

I shortly hope to end. 
But I will gladly promise you to liberate your friend, 
Nor do I ask a ransom, but that Talisman that 

beams 
Forth from your robe, would give success to all 

my deep-laid schemes. 

" I have been long her Confident, but now I mean 

to reign, 
And her protecting amulet that Talisman would 

gain : 
Entrust it for a time, your own it soon again shall 

be. 
And I when queen will in return declare our 

prisoner free." 

" And is there nothing else," said Floss, " that 

would redeem your slave ? 
No danger would I fear to face, all perils would I 

brave. 
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Bed gold and blazing gems are yours, from oat our 

treasure-store, 
If you will but consent to give our Sister back 

once more.'* 

** Our only offer has been made," was the abrupt 

reply, 
** Now let us hear your choice, the hours are 

quickly passing by ; 
Pause not in doubt, decide at once, before it be 

too late. 
Say, will you now release your friend, or leave her 

to her fate ? " 

" I did not pause in doubt," said Floss, " 'twas 

but in hope that we 
On some rich ransom might decide, to which I 

could agree ; 
To aid your black and traitorous schemes I never 

will consent, 
My Talisman for such an end be sure shall not be 

lent. 

'*I will not to your foul design an aiding party be. 
The leader of a plot shall no assistance gain from 

me, 
I will not help a treacherous friend, against a 

trusting queen, 
No, not for all my heart desires, no, not for 

Coralline." 
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She «aid — Then instantly ahe plunged beneath the 

curling foam, 
A doable exile, from the earth, and from her 

watery home ; 
She sought a cliff, where heavily the floating 

shadows slept, 
And on its ragged brow, fall long and bitterly she wept. 

She wept, because a gleam of hope bat now had 

been so near. 
She wept, for she had seen that gleam in darkness 

disappear : 
Yet would she not recall her choice, firm in her 

innate sense 
Of right and wrong, she wavered not, yet was her 

grief intense. 

She grieved to think of Coralline, that gay and 

airy thing, 
She who had been as light and free as bird upon 

the wing, 
She who withoat restraint or fear had chased the 

surging waves, 
An ornament upon the Sea, glad sunshine in their 

Oaves. 

Her fate was dark and doubtful, bound within 

some dreary place, 
Severed from all she held most dear, without a 

kindly face 
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To soothe her in her deep distress, without a 

hope of aid, 
Must this bright ocean-flower be left to pine, and 

droop, and fade ? 

Nay more, bar captors in revengs her sufferings 

might augment. 
Since to assist their plots they found the charm 

would not be lent; 
And thus perchance her anxious toil might only 

tend at last 
Upon the fate of Coralline a deeper gloom to cast. 

One q»ot of light, and only one, to Floss's mind 

appeared, 
To tread the path of conscious right the Sea 

Nymph had not feared; 
And she was happy in the thought, happy in this 

alone. 
That an approylng Toice within, at least was 

still her own. 

She had not cast a lingering look upon the gilded 

bait, 
(For thus the way is often paved for penitence 

too late,) 
She had been tried and proved, and now the tears 

that fell so fast, 
(Ofbpiing of sorrow, not of guilt,) were to be 

dried at last. 



s 
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Part X1L 

THE LOST ONE FOUND. 

Fob many a dark and weary night Floss roamed 

the Deep in vain, 
Upon the bare and craggy- rock she rested oft again ; 
But of her enemies no glimpse to the yonng Nymph 

appeared, 
And still her fruitless search confirmed the evils 
. that she feared. 

Oh worse than certain woe ! the hope still fading 

to despair, 
The sickening doubt that fills the heart, and casts 

a shadow there 
Darker than perfect certainty, assuming hope's own 

shade, 
While daily, hourly, we behold the mocking Tision 

fade. 

'Twas even so with Floss, yet still she would not 

leave her friend 
To hopeless bondage, no, she still would seek her 

to the end ; 
In spite of dangers and of fears, in spite of dark 

despair. 
To wander near their dreary haunts the Sea Nymph 

still would dare. 
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One 


night to the accustomed rock Floss bent her 




weary way, 






And 


lo ! a dark and stranger Nymph 
water lay ; 


upon 


the 


Floss grasped her Talisman, and now a 


Ught 


and 




glistening shell 






Moved round the stranger, from whose 


lips 


low 




plaintive accents fell : — 








** I range the blue water, 

Shut out from my home, 
Once a proud ocean-daughter, 

How sadly I roam ! 
The past is all gladness, 

The present all gloom, 
The future all sadness, 

Desertion and doom. 








" For she who betrayed me 

Was loved but too well, 
And with smiles she arrayed me, 

I trusted, and fell. 
I reigned in the morning 

A queen on the throne. 
She struck without warning. 

Then left me alone." 




The sadness of that plaintive song stmck dee| 


» on 




Floss's ear. 






And 


gently gliding o'er the waves she ventured still 




more near : 






The 


singer's fate, so desolate, was not unlike 


her 




own. 






She 


too had left a happy home, she too 
alone. 


was 


now 
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And musing thus, she ventured in low accents to reply, 
And the stranger started, as she heiUrd the soft 
notes floating by : — 

'* Oh cheer thee, sweet stranger, 

Thou art not alone, 
A sad ocean-ranger 

The sorrow has known 
Of wandering over 

The storm-laden main. 
Who ne'er may recover 

Her bright home again. 

** She gladly would cheer thee 

In darkness and woe. 
She does not now fear thee. 

No longer a foe ; 
Thy sorrow has bound thee 

To thy partner in pain, 
And thrown the links round thee 

Of pity's soft chain." 

The stranger Nymph turned anxiously, and won- 

deringly gazed round. 
But from that rosy isheil albne came the sweet 

flute-like sound ; 
" This is enchantment ! ** she exclaimed, *^ I pray 

thee let me see 
Thy form, for now my heart is soothed by thy 

rich melody." 

Floss quiiukiy took her wonted form, her softly- 
falling hair 

In golden glory floated round her face abd shotddei^ 
fair, 
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As round tbe rising sttn, rich elonds, charged with 

the falling light 
Half Tail, but still enhance the tIow that flashes 

on onr sight. 

" BAjf can I aid thee now ? " she asked, quickly 

the queen replied, 
** The golden Talisman," she said, *' that sparkles 

at diy side, 
By whose strange power thou could'st put off the 

bright form now thine own. 
Would bring back all mj former power, would gain 

my rightful throne." 

** Teike it," said Floss, " in such a cause I lend it 

willingly, 
Take it, and may it aid thee well, but listen first to me, 
Thou would'st hive fallen sooner, had I trusted it 

to those 
Who sought thy ruin treacherously, thy fierce 

though hidden foes. 

** I left a home of love, to seek a friend by thee 

detained. 
When thou art once more queen, shall she our lost 

one be regained ? " 
** SW6et Kymph," replied the queen, " believe my 

solemn word now passed, 
B^t first three Suns must kiss the waves, come 

hither at the last." 
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They separated, Floss to seek the shelter of a Gave, 
Without her Talisman at night she dared not 

brave the wave. 
The third descending son beheld the Nymph upon 

the spot, 
Had the charm prospered? Had her vow been by 

the queen forgot? 

Not 8o — Within the yawning rock an open door 

was seen, 
Strange Nymphs were hurrying to and fro, there 

sat their rightful queen, 
A dazzling crown was placed once more upon her 

haughty brow, 
A conqueror she sat, a queen, no mourning exile 

now. 

Two figures near her stood, the one with heavy 

chains was bound. 
Her eyes now flashed in fruitless rage, now sought 

in shame the ground. 
The other turned at once to Floss, all doubts and 

fears at once to end, 
And soon the Exile in her arms had clasped 

her long lost friend. 

** Oh ! " said the queen, ** had I possessed but one 

such friend as you! 
Had she now justly bound in chains been only 

half as true ! 
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No matter, danger now is past, take her, she's justly 

won. 
And take your charm, I can complete the triumph 

now began." 

" Oh let us go," said Coralline, my sweet Floss do 

not stay, 
To leaTe this drear and hated place do not an 

hour delay; 
You do not know the hardships that have fallen 

to my lot 
Since first I was ensnared, and brought a prisoner 

to this spot 

** In lifting heavy coral-stones, and seeking precious 

weed, 
My days have passed, to see my home how vainly 

did I plead ! " 
** Gome, dearest Coralline," said Floss, ** those trials 

all are o'er, 
Now let us seek that pleasant home, and think of 

them no more." 



Part XM. 

THE EETURN OF THE EXILE. 

Oh who shall say what joyful hearts were beating 

on the morrow, 
When the return of those long lost had banished 

all their sorrow! 
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Bat Floss went quickly to the queen, to give her 

back the charm, 
That had regained her friend, and kept her safe 

from every harm. 

" Vow tell me Floss/' exclaimed the queen, ** what 

shall he your reward ? 
To Seek the Caverns of the Foe, none, none hut 

you have dared ;" 
" My queen," the Exile softly said, " one boon I 

fain would crave. 
Though for the love of Coralline alone I dared the 

wave ; 

<* How shall I name it ? On the deep small spots 

of land are seen, 
Where feathery trees in stately groops rise from 

the verdure green ; 
Whenever in my wanderings I pass an island by, 
Some hidden sympathy will bring a tear-drop to 

my eye. 

"And more — while seeking Coralline I saw upon 
the Sea 

A floating dwelling) that with ease rolled o'er the 
billows free : 

Bright living forms within it moved, soft voices 
echoed there, 

WlU)se ringing sweetness filled with love the per- 
fumed evening air. 
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'* StraDge wild emotions instantly awoke within mf 

breast, 
•Some secret, but unbroken tie, my throbbing heart 

confessed : 
Now tell me truly, gentle queen, is all this felt in vain ? 
WheBce does this painful pleasure rise ? Whence 

comes this pleasing pain ? 

The queen with agitated step paced through the 
Cavern wide, 

Then pausing suddenly, she stood close to the 
young Nymph's side: — 

" Tell me," she passionately said, " could you for- 
sake the wave ? 

For those strange beings could you leave your 
bright and sheltering cave ? " 

" Alas ! " said Floss, ** those unknown ones a 

Nymph might not receive, 
But were the way made clear, then these Caverns 

I could leave : 
Nay, blame me not too soon, but say, what is the 

hidden spell 
That binds my lot to theirs ? Methioks that 

thou my queen canst tell." 

"Fair Nymph," replied the queen, "for years my 

chief delight has been 
To guard and bless you constantly, and now yoiir 

loving queen 



86 THE EXILE OF THE WATERS. 

One promise would require, 'tis this, that in the 

time to come 
You will not seek to scan the things without your 

watery home; 

" That never on the sand-girt shore you cast a 

lingering eye, 
And that its tenants find no place within your memory." 
** Nay," said the Nymph, " that cannot he, enshrined 

within my heart 
Sweet though uncertain memories dwell, and they 

will not depart 

" And if around our festive hoard you see a vacant 

place. 
And if among our hand of Nymphs you find not 

Floss's face. 
Oh deem her not ungrateful, for your love and 

ceaseless care. 
But that a strong tie from the land has drawn the 

Sea Nymph there." 

The queen took up a blazing stone, that lay upon 

the ground. 
And held it close to Floss's face, in its calm depths 

she found 
Fixed settled purposes, resolves that will not 

lightly move ; 
She dropped the stone, its light had shewn all 

that she feared to prove. 
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She saw that it was useless all, in sadness she 

perceived 
That the exiled daughter of the earth could be no 

more deceived : — 
And falteringly she told her all, how that of human 

birth, 
She had been gazed upon, and loved, and stolen 

£rom the earth. 

She told her that the realms of earth were spacious 

like the Sea, 
She told her truly of its cares, and all its misery; 
She told her that the dwellers there were of inferior 

powers, 
And that the great destroyer, Death, soon ends 

their shortening hours. 

Floss heard her calmly to the end, then in a steady 

voice 
The Exile quietly expressed her fixed and settled 

choice : 
" Revoke the spell," she said, " by which you made 

me ocean's daughter, 
A voice is calling from the land, and I must leave 

the water. 

*' I am again a child of earth, a Water Nymph no 

more, 
If yet my parents live, to them their long-lost 

child restore ; 



1 
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What though it grieTetb me to leave thyself, and 

GoraUine, 
The yoice of Nature 9ummoneth, and I mast go, 

my queen." 

The queen revoked that mighty spell, and Floss 

must hid adieu 
To the cool crystal caves that slept beneath the 

waters blue : 
She gently stole to Coralline, the weary Nymph was 

sleeping, 
And a bright troop of anxious friends around her 

watch were keeping. 

Floss would not rouse her, but she kissed the fair 

and rounded cheek, 
Her hair like golden shadows waved soft o'er her 

bosom meek. 
As tenderly she blessed, again, and yet again, her 

friend, 
Who shortly must awake to find their union at an 

end. 

*' She dared not longer stay, and now her parting 

words were few, 
The Sea Nymphs scarcely thought that she was 

lost to them anew : 
But e'er the sun was high in heaven. Floss and the 

sorrowing queen 
The lowlv woodbine -man tied cot of Adelaide had seen. 
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Mo Adelaide within it dwelt, they learned that 

Scotland's shore 
To find its late inhabitant the wanderers must 

explore ; 
There, in a stately castle, reared upon a swelling hill, 
Dwelt two, who oftentimes deplored their stolen 

daughter still. 

For Henry's lands had been restored, his mother 

slept beneath 
The mournful cypress tree, that waves in the abode 

of death ; 
And e'er the setting sun had tinged the mountain 

tops with gold, 
They could their daughter once again within their 

arms enfold. 

Floss was the sunbeam of their home, the darling 

of their hearth. 
The comforter in all their grief, the source of all 

their mirth. 
She cheered the aged and the poor, she strewed 

rich blessings round, 
And wheresoe'er she bent her steps, there happiness 

was found. 

'Twas said that oftentimes her feet towards the Sea 

were bent. 
And that upon the curling waves she fixed a look 

intent. 
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And that a light and graceful form forth from the 
waves would rise, 

WhUe tears of recognition sprang to Floss's deep- 
blue eyes. 

'Twas said that when the moon poured down her 
floo j of silver fire, 

To a white and overhanging cliff the maid would 
oft retire, 

And on the high and sea-beat rocks whole hours 
would sometimes spend, 

As if in sweet communion with a near and much- 
loved friend. 

However this may be, we know that Floss while 

on the earth, 
As in the Sea, was noted for her gentleness and 

worth : 
The Exile of the Waters, (though her exile now 

was o'er,) 
Maintained the sweet simplicity that marked her 

steps before. 




^ 
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The King of Day has sunk to rest, 

And his shining courtier-train, 
The clouds that lit the flaming West, 

Dissolve in air again ; 
Their glowing masses fade and break, 

A soft and fleeting hue. 
Like the last faint tint on a dying cheek. 

Is all that meets the view ; 
While the eye lingers on that tinge, 

And watches it — ^"Tis gone. 
As the spirit spreads its shadowy wings, 

To seek a world unknown. 
The tears of night are falling fast 

In drops of glistening dew, 
Because the hours of daylight past 

Saw that man sinned anew. 
A single atar looks timidly 

From the azure brow of night. 
And soon ihe whole resplendent host 

Beveal themselvec in lig^t 
Oh that our longing souls might know 

Bright waitohers, what ye arie ! 
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Oh that our minds coiild dive into 

The mysteries of one star ! 
When death shall break the chain, that binds 

The prisoned soul to clay, 
And the unfettered spirit finds 

That it can soar away, 
Oh then among those dazzling spheres 

Perchance it takes its flight, 
And quits this darksome vale of tears 

To lose itself in light. 
We can but gaze upon ye now, 

Ye gems in Nature's crown, 
But the time comes when we shall know 

Even as we are known. 




'Tis pleasant by Firelight to commune alone 
With the days and the years that for ever have flown ; 
To mark the bright flashes that fitfully fall, 
In strange broken gleamings of light, on the wall : 
Now suddenly gilding the whole of the room, 
Then instantly sinking, in darkness and gloom. 
'Tis then that the faces of old, from the fire 
Look out for an instant, and quickly retire ; 
They speak in their own well-known tones to the 

hearti 
A moment they linger, then sadly depart, 
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And leave us, by Firelight to oommone aloue 
With the days and the years that for ever have 
flown. 

We thoughtfully muse on the blessings long fled, 
On the loved ones, now resting in peace with the 

dead, 
And we marvel, that while they yet lingered on earth. 
We saw not more clearly their value and worth ; 
That we saw not how speedily we should be left 
Alone, of their sunshiny presence bereft ; 
That we marked not the many still warnings, that 

said 
That soon they must quietly sleep with the dead, 
How the world gently loosened its hold on their 

heart. 
As the dawning of Heaven caused earth to depart ; 
Thus sadly by Firelight we commune alone 
With the days and the years that for ever have flown. 

The days of our childhood come o'er us at last, 
And we mournfully smile at the dreams of the past. 
How brightly our fancy depicted the hour 
When restraint and control should no longer have 

power. 
How reality frowned on our fond schemes of bliss, 
And showed us that then was our true happiness. 
And how, one by one, all our visions of light 
Dissolved into darkness, and changed into night. 
And left us at last to look back with regret 
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On the time when the gladness of youth was ours 

. yet ; 
Thus sadly by Firelight we commune alone 
With the days and the years that for ever have 
flown. 

The light of the day is too bright, and too cold, 
For memory to bring forth her riches untold ; 
And we would not, in presence of others rereal 
The thoughts that the heart ever seeks to conceal : 
But when the bright glare of the daylight has fled, 
Then memory steals softly to visit the dead; 
The feelings we hushed in the noise of the day, 
In the stillness and darkness of CTcning find way ; 
And the gleams that uncertaitdy flash from the fire 
Remind us of blessings that shone to expire, 
While sadly by Firelight we commune alone 
With the days and the years that for ever hare 
flown. 



9ttamsi. 

What is this strange fantastic world ? 
Whence come these shadowy things. 
That round us flit in changeful guise, 
When sleep upon our sealed-up eyes 
Her sweet spell flings? 
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She binds the restless powers of thought, 

That nought beside can quell; 
In every limb she stills the life, 
But these bright shapes, in airy strife 
Besist her spell. 

Say, does the wakeful spirit hold 

Gommnnion with its kind ? 
While dead the earthly nature lies 
Does it look forth, and with surprise 
Its equals find? 

And do they, softly bending down, 

Breathe in the spirit's ear 
Whispers of happiness or gloom. 
Of coming bliss or certain doom, 
Of hope or fear ? 

And do they, lightly gathering round. 

In spirit-language speak 
Of what their sleeping charge must bear, 
And of the heavy clouds of care 
That soon must break: — 

Or of the long and sunny days. 
Whose gilded moments soon 
Shall make a portion of his life, 
Exempt from sorrow, pain, and strife, 
One glowing noon ? 
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And as they whisper thus, perchance 

The sister-spirit hears ; 
And listening to the etherial tones 
Of its own native language, owns 
The thrill of hopes or fears. 

When waking from the sleep of death, 

Methinks this life will seem, 
With all its trouble, and delight, 
With all its mingling day and night, 
But one short dream ! 




• 
'Tis said that in the lamps, that shine 

In the far sky at even. 
Men may their futare fate divine, 

And read the will of Heaven : 
That gazing on the sparkling skies 
They may unfold life's mysteries. 

But to the yet unlessoned eye, 

That cannot thus explore 
These glorious tenants of the sky, 

The clouds reveal far more ; 
Their fleecy mazes oftimes shew 
Visions of glory, sights of woe. 
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A Maiden, to the morning sky 

Lifts the soft eye of love, 
And a plumed and nodding hearse sweeps by, 

And greets her from above; 
And a sighing voice on the morning air 
Whispers that hope and love were there. 

A Warrior, to the setting san 

Directs his ardent gaze, 
And he sees in the Clouds the fight begun, 

And the plundered city blaze ; 
And a track of blood, and a Spirit's tone 
In the evening breeze says, " Tis thine own." 

A Christian marks the silvery things 

In upper air that roll, 
And an angel spreads its radiant wings. 

To guide a passing soul ; 
And a Seraph's voice on the air floats past. 
And murmurs, " That flight will be thine, at the 
last" 



And tlius these changing shapes reveal 
To us strange things to come. 

And often seem to set a seal 
On happiness, or doom ; 

Mine be his lot whose spirit trod 

The yielding Clouds, to seek his God. 
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Ye glorious heights, to the dark clouds extending 
As if ye would pierce the vast curtains of blue, 

Our minds to the heaven to which ye are tending 
Must thoughtfully turn, as we gaze upon you. 

Beneath your dark surface what treasure reposes ? 

Rich mines, filled with gold, and with gem-studded 
stone, 
Where the diamond, like solid light, often discloses 

Bright jewels, beheld by the Gnome-king alone. 

Ye lofty ones, 'tis not for this that we view you, 
And gaze on your crests with soft feelings of love ; 

'Tis not for the sake of your gems, that unto you 
The eye will oft turn, and the heart will oft rove. 

But lo, in the mountains the Fire-king is reigning, 
And fierce lurid flashes proclaim bis wild mirth, 

Till the flames, the restraint of their prison disdaining. 
In torrents of lava descend on the earth. 

Ye fearful abysses, with stormy fire raging. 

Till each has become like a minature hell, 
With earth and its tenants a mighty war waging, 
« It is not for this that we love you so well. 

But Mountains have brought us full many a blessing, 
Full many a stream tliat pursues its clear course 
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And throws fertile drops on its bright way» unceasing, 
May trace to the depths of the Mountains its sonrce. 

*Tis true that the earth would be dreary without ye, 
Stupendous mementos of Power Divine, 

But the memories lingering softly about ye 

Whisper low to our hearts, and endear ye to mine. 

For He who from Heaven's bright regions descended. 
And heard words of hate for the Cherubim s' song, 

Throughout the cold midnight, alone, unattended, 
Would oft on the Mountains his vigils prolong. 

And oh when the hour of thick darkness came o'er 
him, 
When Death to assail his great Conqueror dared, 
When desertion, and suffering, and shame, were 
before him. 
To a Mountain the sorrowing Saviour repaired. 

On a Mountain, Love's triumph and conquest were 
ended, 

From another the Saviour returned to the sky; 
By bright clouds encompassed, by angels attended, 

In glory the Victor ascended on high. 

And when we behold the Bedeemer returning, 
When Heaven's bright portals he passes once more. 

To see if our lamps are kept constantly burning, 
On a Mountain his feet will still stand as before. 
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And thus when we see them, reposing in glory, 
In majesty rearing their proud crests above, 

They tell as fall many a wonderful story 

Of the God we adore, of the Saviour we love. 



The sunbeam glances on the waves. 

They flash it brightly back. 
And a streak of brilliant light returns 

From the breakers' foamy track. 

Oh let US seek thus to reflect back the light 

That is given us from above. 
And return to our Lord in some measure, 
though slight, 

The gifts of his boundless love. 



LoBD Jesus, thou didst once on earth the grace 

and beauty see, 
Of the fair and fragile flowers, that decked the 

fields of Galilee ; 
Until the lilies bloom no more, they will not cease 

to tell 
In language mutely eloquent, what thou hast taught 

them well : 
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Sweeter to us the wildflowers seem, while bringing 

thoughts of thee, 
And teaching us from needless doubts and wasting 

cares to flee. 



The sable curtains of the night were drawn across 
the sky, 

And the glories of the sunset hour had faded from 

on high ; 
The last faint streak of golden light was quivering 

in the West, 
And the rising moon prepared to smile on wearied 

Nature's rest. 



The earth was sinking to repose, but hell's 

malignant power 
Prepared to break the quiet of the peaceful evening 

hour; 
The Tempter had been busy with the false disciple's 

heart, 
And artfully he urged him on, to act the traitor's part. 

Aware of all his coming woes, behold the Saviour 

stand, 
Closing that last and sad repast held with his little 

band ; 
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The words of consolation had heen breathed, and 

died away, 
But the glance of tenderness remained, more 

eloquent than they. 

'Twas then — in that most touching pause, the 

sacred words he spoke, 
'Twas then — in that most solemn hour, the sacred 

bread he broke, 
Bequeathing to his Church the gift which angels 

wondering see. 
While we with hushed and melted hearts adore the 

mystery. 

Oh save us from cold reasonings and dim and 

doubtful faith, 
When, (venturing within the vail,) we would shew 

forth thy death ; 
Look on us in compassion from the glittering 

courts above, 
And design to fill our waiting hearts with light, 

and life, and love. 




It is the midnight hour. 

The busy world is still, 
And the shadowy mantle of the mist 

Covers the distant hill : 
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The Stars, those burning lamps 

By angel-hands let down, 
Illume the darkness of the night, 

And chase away its frown. 

On such a night as this. 

My Saviour bent his way 
To where soft Kedron's rippling stream 

Mirrored the trembling ray : 
His soul forefelt the clouds 

That o'er him gathered fast, 
Sadly his burdened heart confessed 

The hour had come at last. 

He oftentimes had sought 

Gethsemane before, 
He loved its dewy stillness, when 

The weary day was o'er ; 
And now, oppressed and overwhelmed, 

He bent his footsteps there 
To pour out all his bursting heart, 

To seek relief in prayer. 

I seek not to portray 

The load that pressed him down. 
When bruised beneath the awful weight 

Of God's tremendous frown : 
While angels, struck with awe 

Beheld with drooping wings, 
And cease to tune the heavenly harps, 

And strike the golden strings. 
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But see — the stars tarn pale 

Before the radiance bright ! 
The opening heavens a glimpse reveal 

Of uncreated light ! 
Down from the realms of endless day 

A mighty seraph flies. 
And speeds on eager wing away, 

To where the Saviour lies. 

His human frame was sinking fast 

Beneath that fearful load, 
The vengeance, stem and terrible. 

Of an offended God ; 
With tenderest care the angel raised 

The bowed and drooping head, 
And lo ! the sacred brow was wet 

With moisture strangely red. 

With soft and gentle touch, 

The angel wiped away 
The crimson dews, that heavily 

Upon his temples lay ; 
Then spread his broad resplendent wing, 

(Woven of heaven's own light,) 
To shield him from the falling dews 

And chilling breath, of night. 

With all a seraph's love. 
With all an angel's art. 
He soothed the Saviour's deep distress, 
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And stilled his throbbing heart : 
Nor left him, till the fearful strife 

That wrung his soul, was o'er, 
And the S3rmpathi8ing springs of life 

Turned from their course no more. 

And was this dreadfol hour 

Endured, dear Lord, for me ? 
Didst thou for me sustain the pangs 

Of sad Gethsemane ? 
EngraTe this on my heart, 

For this, and this alone. 
Will bid all worldly joys depart. 

And make me quite thine own. 



% Vinit to ffyt Sktptdt^tt* 

Tbb following verses were written at midnight; the 
writer having risen for the purpose of seeing by moonlight 
a beaatiful painting, representing the body of our Lord in 
the Sepulchre. 

The dreamy stars look down 
From their wondrous home on high, 

And the clear resplendent moon 
Is sailing o'er the sky, 

And sheds on earth her golden ray, 

Turning the night to softest day. 
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'Tis glorious without. 
But ah, the moonbeftms fall 

Methinks, with tenderer light 
Within this lonely hall ; 

They shed without refulgence clear, 

But shine with softer radiance here. 

As if they fear to break 
The Saviour's sweet repose, 

Yet love to see him sleep, 
At rest from all his foes : 

They gently chase away the gloom, 

And hover sweetly round the tomb. 

The moonbeams linger now 

With sad, unearthly light. 
Upon that gracious brow, 

So still, so cold, so white : 
Imbued with many a crimson stain, 
But free at last from care and pain. 

I gaze with saddened love 

Upon the wounded side. 
And near that sacred spot, my soul 

Would evermore abide ; 
Would weep to think what she has done, 
Would triumph in what thou hast won. 

But ah ! those hands and feet 
A seraph's tongue require, 
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And form a subject meet 

For an angelic lyre; 
Bather than for a worm of clay, 
Whose span extends hat to a day. 

Not so, he did not leave his Throne 

For the angelic host. 
But came in tenderest pity down 

To seek and save, the lost : 
And every crimson gem I see 
Is all my own, was all for me. 

Beloved of my soul, 

Accept this sinful heart, 
Thy sufferings claim the whole. 

Thou hast but had a part : 
I find no words to tell thee more, 
And can but silently adore ! 



OF THE DISCIPLES, AFTER THE ASCENSION. 

The Saviour has left us ! no longer we hear 
With delight the sweet accents, unspeakably dear. 
The musical cadence in which his words fell. 
The soft intonations, remembered so well. 
How often each word bore the sound of a sigh. 
Ever soothingly sweet, and too soon passing by ; 
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He has left us, in triumph and glory to reign, 
And the thought oft awakens sad pleasure, sweet pain. 

Forbid it, dear Saviour, that we should rebel 
Against the decree thou ordainest so well ; 
But remember us Jesus, in love, on thy throne, 
Redeemed by thy blood, may we be thine alone, 
Enriched by thy grace, and sustained by thy love, 
Till permitted again to be with thee, above. 




WRITTEN DURING THE DYING HOURS OF A 

FRIEND. 

LoBD Jesus, thou hast fully known the bitter pains 

of death, 
And thou for sinful man hast drawn the qnick and 

shortened breath ; 
Thy gentle spirit gladly fled from this dark world 

away. 
And only left thy weeping Ariends the cold and 

lifeless clay. 

Dear Saviour, since thy feet have trod death's dark- 

• some vale before. 
The gloomy horrors of the road should startle ua 
no more : 
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Tet nature oftentimes shrinks back, the path is all 

unknown, 
And each must tread it for himself, unfriended and 

alone. 

Vouchsafe to hear our earnest prayer, breathed for 

our dying friend, 
In mercy own her to be thine, and love her to the 

end; 
Sustain the sinking spirit through the last and 

fearful strife, 
And guide it safely to the realms of everlasting 

life. 

Lately she dwelt with us, then sought her home of 

earthly love, 
A type of her departure to her Father's house above ; 
Grant that the silver cord at last may gently 

loosened be, 
And set the ransomed spirit from its latest trial 

free. 



^t Sbsbionx Galtnins fttt ^tmptnt 

The ruthless spirit of the Storm is riding on the 
blast. 

And o'er the darkened brow of heaven the rain- 
clouds gather fast; 
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And tossed upon tbe foaming waves, with wet and 

rending sail, 
A fragile vesse] straggles with the OTerwbelming 

gale. 

And anxious looks are cast upon the agitated Sea, 
For the billows on the distant rock are breaking 

beaTllj, 
While He whose Toice before controlled the raging 

of tbe deep, 
Unmindful of the danger, yields unto tbe power of 

sleep. 

Wearied and spent with ceaseless toil, the dear 

Redeemer lies, 
While angel bands throng softly round, to shade 

the sealed-up eyes, 
Beaming erewhile with love untold, now closed in 

slumber meek, 
WhUe dark and curling lashes fall upon the placid 

cheek. 

A pillow placed upon the deck sustained the weary 

head, 
Where many a soft and shining lock its chastened 

lustre shed; 
The gracious forehead gleam'd too white, amid the 

clustering hair, 
For many an hour of sad unrest had left its traces 

there. 
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Though many a darkly-heaving wave npreared its 

frowning crest, 
And shook the bark, it did not break the Saviour's 

peaceful rest; 
They marvelled that he slumbered still, beneath 

the heavy spray. 
They knew not that the angels kept the chilling 

drops away. 

They knew not that the waving wings had lulled 

him to repose, 
They heard not the rich harmonies that round him 

sweetly rose; 
One shining seraph lightly touched his bright 

celestial lyre, 
And the soothing strain was quickly caught by all the 

heavenly choir : — 



"Oh Thou who erst sat on the Deity's Throne, 
And called worlds to life by thy mandate alone. 
Whose praises the hosts of the Seraphim suDg, 
With whose name the bright regions of Heaven 

have rung. 
Now disrobed of thy glory and rocked on the breast 
Of the storm-freighted billow, Oh sweet be thy rest — 

Softly, softly sleep. 



'* Thou hast ruled o'er the city whose streets are 

all gold. 
And the bright gates of pearl at thy word would unfold. 
And thy presence diffused the soft rays of pure light, 
That chase from the city the darkness of night : 
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And now thronp^h the night thoa does oftentimes stray 
From the dwellings of men, for thy loved ones to 
pray — 

Softly, softly sleep. 



" The clear wall of jasper reflected the ray 
That encompassed thy path, and encircled thy way ; 
And the sapphire foundation, that gave its own hue 
To heaven's outer canopy, radiautly blue, 
All, all were too proud to behold thee their King, 
While now as a mortal we see thee, and sing — 

Softly, softly sleep. 



** The emerald rainbow, that circled the Throne, 
The last bright foundation of amethyst stone, 
The glory that streamed through the dazzling array. 
We gladly forsake, to behold tiiee this day 
In meekness reposing, beneath the same sky 
From whence thou hast rolled the deep thunders 
on high — 

Softly, softly sleep. 



'' For the heights and the depths of thy fathomless 

love 
We saw less distinctly in Heaven above ; 
And its riches and triumph more plainly are shewn 
In the deepest abasement, than when on thy Throne, 
The City of God by thy presence was blest, 
And the phalanx of Seraphs thy glory confessed — 

Softly, softly sleep." 



Bat while they sang, the gathering storm had risen 
to its height, 
,d the rushing waves that bore them on became 
as black as night. 
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Their lofty crests were thickly crowned with foam 

that gleamed like sdow 
And parting fearfully, they shewed the yawning 

depths below. 

And fear and unbelief were rife, within the little 

bark, 
As the agitated sea and sky each moment grew 

more dark ; 
At length their slumbering Lord was roused, " Dost 

thou not care," they cried, 
" If our frail bark be overwhelmed, amid the waters 

wide ? " 

He rose, and calmly he rebuked the raging of the 

Sea, 
And the settling waters heaved but once, then sank 

obediently, 
The parting clouds rolled back, and gave to sight 

the sky serene, 
And the sun came forth in regal pomp, and smiled 

upon the scene. 

Then gently he rebuked the tide of unbelief and sin, 
The Tempest of distrust and doubt that swelled but 

now ivithin : 
'Tis ever thus — in darkest hours we have no cause 

to fear, 
If in his love our souls confide, if Jesus Christ is 

near. 




^0 ms Uvot^tt 

C. D. H. 

When absent from the friends we chiefly love, 

How oft we find 
That every thing around, beneath, above, 

Brings them to mind. 

When seas have rolled between us, I have found 

That every flower 
Brought back, while springiog from the fertile ground, 

Some happy hour. 

And if a gay and gorgeous butterfly 

Before me fled, 
Sweet memories of pleasant days gone by 

After it sped. 

Upon its rainbow-tinted wings it bore. 

While flitting past, 
Remembrances of seasons mine no more, 

Too bright to last. 

Have we not often chased o'er field and lawn 

These things of air ? 
Did not each dewy eve and sunny morn 

Behold us there ? 
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The melody of forest birds as weU, 

The scent of flowers, 
The busy hum of bees, will oftimes tell 

Tales of those hours. 

This is not fancy, but the simple truth, 

Go where I will, 
The form of the companion of my youth 

Is near me still. 



My soul would fain behold 

The glories of that hour. 
Whose wonders have been three times told 

By Tnspiratiou's power : 
The Heavenly Vision, that the three 
With Thee were privileged to see. 

Unto a lofty height 

With them, thou didst repair, 
And ere they saw the heavenly sight 

Didst meekly kneel in prayer ; 
Thy heart still tending to the Throne 
From whence thy love had drawn thee down. 

But oh ! what change comes o'er 
Their Lord's benignant face ? 



\ 
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Sorrow and grief were there before, 

But have not left a trace ; 
Effulgent beams aronnd him shine, 
Glory ineffable, divine. 

White as un fallen snow, 
Dazzling as new-made light. 

His glistening garments round him glow. 
As if the radiance bright 

From every heavenly orb were caught, 

And to its Lord and Maker brought. 

Or like the milky-way 
That wanders through the sky, 

Where each soft star combines its ray 
With millions more on high, 

Until a flood of blended light 

Is all that meets the dazzled sight. 

But lo ! the Spirit-laud 

Its shadowy ones sends forth. 

For near their blest Redeemer stand 

* 

Two, who were sons of earth ; 
Two, who have known the things that lie 
Beyond the grave in mystery. 

And mortal ears may now 

Their conversation hear. 
Softly the three draw near, and bow 

In wonder, awe, and fear : 
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What theme attracts these spirits blest, 
These dwellers in Eternal Rest? 

Not the great mystery 

Plainly to them unfarled, 
Not all the wondrons things, that lie 

Within the unseen world, 
Not all the glories of the place 
In which they see their Maker's face. 

A higher theme than this 

Their glad tongues doth employ, 
A Saviour's deathj these sons of bliss 

Proclaim with holy joy ; 
With awe they trace the wondrons plan 
Ordained to ransom guilty man. 

This is the glorious song 

That echoes through the skies, 
Besounding from the Seraph's tongue, 

And beaming in the eyes 
Of the lost sheep whom he has sought. 
And safely to the fold has brought. 

And still the ransomed souls 

On earth, take up the strain. 
Until the song of triumph rolls 

Back to the skies again ; 
And all below and all above, 
Unite, to sing redeeming love. 



\ 
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As tremblingly the momiDg first 

With the rich streaks of dawn 
Dispels the dnsky shades, that erst 

Around the earth were drawn ; 
As the first blushes of the east 

Change into cold clear light, 
Which, being more and more increased, 

Gives Nature to our sight — 

How sweet the first faint chirp to hear, 

The twitterings, that say 
That many feathered warblers hear 

Welcome the coming day ; 
Till these bright rangers of the sky 

In fuller chorus, raise 
The fairy gush of harmony, 

The morning hymn of praise. 

And when the summer sun attains 

The summit of his pride, 
And pours on the rejoicing plains 

His love on every side ; 
When leaping waves flash back the light 

That glances on the foam. 
And ripening fields reveal the sight 

Full harvest homes to come — 
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How gloriously the tide of song 

Floats from the forest trees, 
And blends, as still it rolls along 

With the music of the seas ; 
While the low whispers in the air, 

(The sound of summer's breath,) 
Fill up each pause, and softly bear 

The tones to earth beneath. 

And when the Moon upon her throne 

Sits, as the Bride of Night, 
And poors her yellow radiance down, 

Like gold transformed to light ; 
When angel-hands have torches brought 

To light the lamps on high, 
And thousands, that the flame have caught 

Flash in the dark-blue sky — 

How tenderly the Nightingale 

Pours forth her tale of love, 
And fills with melody the vale, 

And the fragrant air above : 
While Nature seems to hold her breath . 

To listen to the notes, 
And still the strain, above, beneath, 

In liquid measure floats. 

If to the Framer of the skies, 
No praise by man were given, 

Still, songs of gratitude would rise, 
And find their way to Heaven : 



< 
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From every leafy tree and bnsh 
Glad tributes, soft and clear, 

Would mingle in one swelling gush, 
That God would deign to hear. 



\ 



The seraphs, who in highest heaven 

Walk above the starry plain, 
The souls of those to whom 'twas given 

Here to suffer, there to reign, 
These derive their chief enjoyment 

In their glorious home above, 
And their constant sweet employment 

From their full and perfect Love. 

Love, the watchword that resoundeth 

Tn rich melody on high, 
Love, the thrilling note that soundeth 

Through the regions of the sky. 
Love, the tender link that bindeth. 

And will never break or move — 
Every soul in glory findeth 

Perfect bliss, in perfect Love. 

Hearts on earth must beat in sadness, 
Must be tuned to suffer woe, 
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Bnt one raj of mingling gladness 

Is in mercy left below ; 
One rich gift, that heaven has sent us, 

Our affinity to prove, 
One bright treasure h^s been lent us. 

Hearts on earth can freely love. 

Yet too oft on earth it sigheth, 

Longing for its home above, 
Sometimes fadeth, droopeth, dieth, 

Earth is not the home of Love ; 
Like a tender flower, perceiving 

That it needs its native air, 
Like an exiled bird, still grieving 

For its native woodlands fair. 

In the vast and hopeless regions 

Where the fallen angels lie. 
Where the doomed rebellious legions, 

Once the tenants of thy sky, 
Evermore must pine and languish. 

All the Just One's wrath to prove — 
'Tis the summit of their anguish 

That in Hell they cannot love. 

If one feeling of affection 

Through the gloom could penetrate, 
If one indistinct reflection 

Of pure love, could reach their state — 
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Then a cheering ray were given 
That no torment could remove ; 

But it may not be, for Heaven 

Seals their doom — They may not love. 

Love, that prompted our salvation, 

And would bring our souls again, 
Love, that brings us consolation. 

Though on earth 'tis mixed with pain, 
Love, that fully will possess us 

When we see our Maker's face — 
Prompt us, guide us, cheer as, bless us, 

Till we reach Love's Dwelling-place. 



Long centuries have not effaced that dauntless 

hero's name 
Whose conquest of the Volscian troops has won 

him lasting fame ; 
The name of Coriolanus still, while History's page 

is read. 
Enshrined in memory will remain, among the Mighty 

Dead. 
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Ungrateful Borne the service of her gallant son 

forgot, 
The Tribunes of the City rose, to chase him from 

the spot ; 
An enemy to liberty, the hero they proclaim, 
Who had but now their legions saved from bondage 

and from shame. 

Boldly he met his enemies, and in his fearless 

mien 
The consciousness of innocence, and fearless truth 

were seen, 
He eloquently pleaded, and the justice of his 

cause 
Prevailed, until the hero was acquitted with 

applause. 

But now another charge against the warrior was 

brought. 
The spoils that had been won in war 'twas said 

that he had sought 
But for his own dependants, and his enemies 

declared 
That the treasury of the city thence had no 

advantage shared. 

The people listened, and believed, the stormy rage 

of man. 
The swelling tide of human wrath, through the 

assembly ran : 
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It is a fearful thing to see the swelling turn alt rise, 
While sounds of passion shake the earth, and pierce 
the very skies. 

They sentence him to banishment, and he must 

see no more 
The Eternal City, for whose sons he bravely fought 

before ; 
He must depart degraded, and must seek an exile's 

home, 
Is this the great deliverer, the boast and pride of 

Bome ? 

Unmoved he heard his sentence, for his purposes 

were fixed, 
He gazed on the excited throng, with pride and 

auger mixed ; 
Disdaining to reply, he rose, in silence turned 

away, 
And sought once more that happy home in which 

he might not stay. 

His gentle wife Yolumnia, his infant sons were 
there. 

The youngest slept, and by his side stooped down 
the mother fair ; 

Her sweeping hair drooped lighdy o'er his brightly- 
tinted cheek. 

And fell in waves of shining light around the 
slumberer meek. 
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Her firstborn stood beside her knee, his little arm 

was clasped 
Around her neck, her floating hair his dimpled 

hand had grasped, 
His pleading eye was raised to hers, with the look 

that fain would seek 
To express the loye the infant lips have not yet 

learned to speak. 

And steadily he told her all, with a calm like that 

which reigns 
After the flash, before the peal of thunder fills the 

plains ; 
Or like the boding hush that falls upon the 

trembling earth, 
Before the mighty whirlwind comes in stormy 

grandeur forth. 

A troubled wonder settled on the youthful mother's 

face, 
She could not fully comprehend that Bome could 

be so base ; 
She listened to his parting words, the time had 

swiftly flown. 
He vanished from her aching eyes,Volumnia was alone. 

No, not alone, her babes were there, the treasures 

of her heart, 
With these, her only earthly joy, she was not called 

to part : 
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No, not alone, the Voices that in Solitnde we hear. 
Broke through the bitterness of grief, and stole 
upon her ear. 

Low murmurs from the Spirit-land ran through that 

mournful home, 
And whispered that on her should once depend the 

fate of Home ; 
Above the swelling tide of grief her patriotism rose, 
Until at length her thoughts were drawn from her 

unequalled woes. 



What myriads throng the streets of Borne ! but 

stamped on every face 
Dismay, dejection, and despair, the gazer well may 

trace; 
Where is the courage that of old her hardy sons 

impelled ? 
Is all their dauntless bravery at once suppressed 

and quelled ? 

The mighty general, whom before they banished 
from their gates. 

Leads on the armies of the foe, and for their down- 
fall waits : 

Proudly he stands before the walls, an exile now 
no more, 

A hero, and a warrior, and a conqueror as before. 
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And foritier friends in sadness plead, but it is all 

in yain, 
And priests, arrayed in sacred robes, slovrly return 

again ; 
In vain the sentence tbev revoke that sent him from 

his home, 
Entreaties now are all too late, he comes to 

conquer Rome. 

But lo, among the warriors a contrast strange is 

seen, 
Two infants timidly advance, their mother walks 

between, 
She comes, between the city and destruction sure 

to stand, 
She comes, to put aside the sword with woman's 

gentle hand. 

The infants wonderingly behold the mighty chiefs 

advance, 
Until upon their general they cast a timid glance, 
And ere a minute has elapsed, fearless of every 

foe, 
They and their mother kneel before the author of 

this woe. 

With lisping tongue of infancy, the words that she 

had taught 
Of supplication they pronounced, and as the father 

caught 
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Volumnia's uplifted eye, that eloquent appeal, 
That mute entreaty, to their words set its own 
touching seal. 

His army chafed at the delay, and urged him to 

proceed, 
Volumnia marked his quivering lip, she would not 

cease to plead, 
TDl nerveless sank the mighty arm, that never yet 

had failed. 
Proud Borne was saved from deep disgrace, Volumnia 

had prevailed. 



I 



STo a fVLmlt plant 

IN MY WINDOW. 

Child of the summer ! rising up in lightness 

Above the mass of dark and dreary mould. 
Laden with sweets, arrayed in all the brightness 
Of green and gold. 

Among the downy leaves thy flowers are gleaming 

Like golden lamps, a fairy bower to light. 
From whose bright depths a softened ray is streaming, 
Through the still night. 
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Or of some tiny elTes the shining dwelling, 

Who send a perfumed message on the gale, 
And the soft zephyrs far and near are telling 
The welcome tale ; 

Inviting all the gay and hright- winged strangers 

To come and join them, in their airy home, 
The fragrant notice reaches many rangers, 
And swift troops come. 

On painted wings the butterfly is coming. 

On gauzy arrows dart the dragon fly, 
In yelvet robe the humble bee is humming. 
As she draws nigh. 

Sweet plant, thy fragrance and thy grace oft' cheer me, 

And bring bright fantasies before my mind ; 
A brilliant gleam of summer sunshine near me 
In thee I find. 



The sunshine of the sky has fled 

To other realms away. 
The locked-up earth is cold and dead 

Without the cheering ray ; 
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But see, a slieet of purest white 

Dencenrls upon the ground, 
And through the long and wintry night 

Sheds a faint light around. 

Methinks the skies with pity see 

The desolating power 
With wliich the winter strips each tree, 

And chases hence each flower ; 
And willing to conceal the woe 

That he has wrought on earth, 
They send these sparkling showers of Snow 

In brilliant whiteness forth. 

Or is it rather sent by Heaven, 

To shew the spotless white 
Of those pure robes which shall be given 

Unto the saints in light ? 
All dazzling in its purity 
_ It frtlleth through the air 
As if it fain wouhl let ns see 

The robes the blest shall wear. 

How softly fall the feathery showers. 

Wafted without a sound, 
And on the trees, like hawthorn flowers, 

They richly cluster round ; 
The Summer scatters on the plain 

Bright buds of every hue. 
But winter bringpth in his train 

His share of beauty too. 
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May thy path on earth be brightened 

By a beam of Love Divine, 
And thy daily trials lightened 

By the tliought that Christ is thine ; 
May thy heavenward views be clearer, 

And, as year by year rolls by, 
Seek in spirit to draw nearer 

To the mansions in the sky. 
And to look with thankful feelings 

To thy changeless Friend above, 
And enjoy the sweet revealiugs 

Of ihy Lord's unbounded love. 



The following lines were presented with some flowers to 
a Fiieud whom circiunstanoee had somewhat estranged. 

Accept this simple token 

Of love that cannot change, 
Though outward ties are broken 

The affections may not range ; 
Nor deem as an intrusion 

This pledge of silent love, 
That knows no diminution, 

And hopes to meet above ; 
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And let it be a token 

That though we soon mast part, 
Old ties are still unbroken, 

We yet are one in heart 
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S^e Siong of Spirits. 

I COME to wake the earth, 

Her slumber has been long, 
I come to call her children forth 

With music, and with song ; 
Too long has been stem Winter's reign, 
The laud by right is mine again. 

I have breathed upon the snow, 

And the cold thing quickly fled. 
And in place thereof on the ground below 

The Snowdrop rears her head. 
And beside her the Crocus springs from the mould, 
Like pearls contrasted with glittering gold. 

I haye stores of other flowers 

Beady at my command, 
The bright things will soon in resplendent showers 

Be thrown with a lavish hand ; 
Ye may track my path, as my steps pass by, 
By the Cowslip's breath, by the Violet's sigh. 
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I have plauted the secret germ 

Of fruit which I shall not see, 
In the trees of the orcharrl, deep and firm, 

But nor harvest nor fruit for me ; 
Mine he the clusters that shower from the bough, 
Now white as pearl, tinged with rose colour now, 

I come not silently, 

Ten thousand voices sing 
In a chorus full from the deep blue sky, 

A welcome to the Spring ; 
Long have the forest birds waited to see 
The bursting stream, and the budding tree. 

They are filling the airy track 

With joyful songs, as they roam, 
They welcome many strangers back 

To their long-forsaken home ; 
They are listening to tales of the lands that be 
Far away, over the deep blue sea. 

I shall hearken, and watch them well, 

I shall guard them day and night, 
I shall mark the nests, where in love they dwell, 

I shall bring them warmth and light ; 
Hark ! Tis the cukoo's note, strong and clear, 
She has heard the news that the Spring is here. 

I have caused a pleasant hum 
In the home of the honey-bee. 
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They have heard to-day that the Spring has come, 

And her followers they long to see ; 
To taste the Primrose dew, and sip 
The fragrant mead from the Bluebell's lip. 

Full many an eager wing 

Is abroad to-day, to greet 
The airy steps of the longed-for Spring, 

Full many a prefume sweet 
Loads the soft gales, that waft along 
O'er wakening fields the tide of song. 

I have prepared the ground 

With fertilizing drops, 
And the husbandmen are scattering round 

Germs of the future crops ; 
I shall cause a wavy blade to lise. 
Where now a husky atom lies. 

My still-inoreasiug light 

Prolongs the hours of day. 
And banishes the wintry night 

From my bright path away : 
Rejoice in my reign, 'twill be over too soon. 
When the year shall have reached to its sunshiny 
noon. 

The sound of early showers, 
The birds from every tree. 
The bursting forth of rejoicing flowers. 
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The lambs in the meadows free, 
All, all in their language rejoice* and sing 
A welcome glad to the joyous Spring. 



2n^e Song of Stuttmer* 

Wbbaths of dewy Roses 

Pave my sunny way, 
Each tender bud uncloses 
Beneath the glowing ray ; 
Some tinged with the rising sun's rich hue. 

Some white as a Summer cloud. 
While others disclose soft blushes to Tiew, 
That the pearly leaves half shroud. 

My presence brings brightness. 

When daytime is gone 
I shed a soft lightness 
The hushed earth upon : 
From the last faint smile of the King of Day 

On the clouds that round him wait, 
I chase the shadows of night away, 
Till he knocks at the Eastern Gate. 

The nights fair Empress, dwelling 
In the blue depths profound. 

Assists me in dispelling 

The shades that gather round ; 
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Though shadows from the trees she casts, 

Myriads of bright lamps tell, 
Long as the time of darkness lasts, 

'Where the starry glow-worms dwell. 

Many a joyoas fairy 

Greets my festive reign, 
In measures light and airy 
They dance upon the plain ; 
A Harebell is rung, to assemble them round, 

Or a Honeysuckle Trumpet blown. 
And each merry elf at the well known sound 
Approaches the qaeen's bright throne. 

The Butterfly, winging 

Its sunbeam-paved way. 
To new life up-springing. 
Delights in my sway ; 
It roams the bright fields of the upper air. 

It sips the dews, ere they fall. 
Then sinks in the depths of a Rose, and there 
Finds a crimson-curtained hall. 

The Dragon Flies, darting 

In angles of light. 
In new lines still starting. 
Perplexing the sight, 
Oh these rejoice that the time is come 
For me to sit as a Queen, 
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To spread the soft tiDts of the sapphire dome 
Over forests of brightest greeD. 

Oh who could be wearied 

Of gazing on high, 
At the tints, eyer Tariedi 
Of Summer's blue sky ? 
A sunbeam now sparkling across the Tast plain, 

And leaving a glory behind, 
A feathery cloud coming o'er it again, 
Wafted on by the scarce-breathing wind. 

I stretch o'er the ocean 

My magical wand. 
And in frolicsome motion 
The waves kiss the strand ; 
It seems that ten thousand torches gleam 

At once, on the glittering sea. 
As it brilliantly mirrors the sunny beam 
That flashes above it in glee. 

Voices from woodland bowers, 

The murmurs of the sea, 
The smiles of countless flowers, 
Unite to welcome me ; 
The broad expanse of the laughing sky. 

The insect throngs^that hum. 
The perfume of hay-fields, floating by. 
Proclaim that the Summer has come. 



^t Song of aiuttumu 

I COMB to oast a deep and mourDfal shade 

O'er Summer's mirth, 
I come to roll away the carpet, laid 

Upon the earth ; 

The carpet that the Summer has laid down, 

Of gorgeous flowers ; 
I come to chase her from her sunny throne, 

'Mid forest-bowers. 

She clothed the stately trees in green, 'tis true, 

But I shall dye 
The leaves with every rich and varied hue. 

My livery. 



Some 


bright. 


as tinted with the flash that cleaves 




The 


Summer- air. 


Some 


shining, as if moonlight on the leaves, 




Had 


lingered there. 


Some 


dark, as billows on a stormy Sea, 




Som( 


J purply black. 


These 


owe their varying tints alone to me, 




And 


mark my track. 
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Within the orchard see my bounteoas sway, 

Each loaded tree 
That 'neath its luscious freight well nigh gives way, 

Bends low to me ; 

Ay, bends in homage, knowing that it owes 

To me alone 
The downy blash upon the peach that glows ; 

That I have thrown 

Upon the apple all its streaks of light, 

Decking the green 
With golden marks, left by my fingers bright. 

That glance between. 

And lo ! I crown ten thousand fruitful fields 

With ears of com; 
Abundant store their riches soon will yield, 

Ripening each mom. 

'Tis my delight to hear the rustling sound 

The dry ears make 
When the soft breeze of night, that sighs around. 

Bids them awake. 



Its sleepy head I bid the poppy rear 

Among the blades. 
And the blue cornflower casts, afar and near. 

The sky's own shades. 
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There is a sadness in my waning light, 

A thought of fear, 
A glimpse, prophetic of tlie wintry night 

That hovers near. 

Have ye ere marked the glory tliat comes forth, 

(Tears start the while,) 
Upon a dying face, too bright for eurtlt ? 

Such is my smile. 

Have ye ere gazed upon tlie setting sun, 

Who seems to choose 
The brightest colours when his course is run ? 

Such are my hues. 

Have ye ere watched a lamp expiring fast, 

Whose flame may wait 
And flicker long, but blazes at the last ? 

Such is my fate. 

And have ye felt that blessings grow more bright, 

More full of bliss, 
When sadly passing from the aching sight ? 

I teach ye this. 

I deck the graceful leaves with many a hue, 

To strew them round, 
The richly-tinted things ye soon may view 

On the cold ground. 
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Oh learn to prize the blessings round you cast, 

Soon may they flee, 
Learn to distrust the bloom too bright to last, 

Learn this from me. 




Sftt Song of Wlinttv* 

I COMB in icy vest, 

To strew earth's shuddering breast 
With frost and snow, instead of blooming flowers ; 

With hoary majesty 

I sweep in triumph by. 
And throw sepulchral gloom upon the short'ning hours. 

My carpet of the snow 

By stealth I spread below. 
All noiseless it descendeth, soft and light. 

Strewing the frozen ground 

At night, without a sound, 
Till morning's dawn reveals the sheets of glittering 
white. 

Upon the trees it clings, 
And robes the leafless things 
With glistening clusters, white as flowers of Spring ; 
And if the sun look forth 
A moment, on the earth, 
ands of sparkling gems his lustre upwards fling. 
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The berries that remain 

During my icy reign, 
Upon the mountain-ash, so brightly red, 

Seen through the feathery snow, 

In glittering beauty glow, 
Like coral, shining through the foam that wreathes 
its bed. 

As soon as nighfs black pall 

Upon the land doth fall. 
The fires on high resume their glowing sway, 

And if the frost I throw, 

With icy hands, below, 
More brilliantly they burn, to light me on my way. 

Sometimes a Meteor f ies 

In glory, through the skies. 
Amidst revolving worlds it seems to glide, 

Then, in a track of light 

Departeth from the sight, 
No sooner seen than gone, too brilliant to abide. 

•And spirits oft will come, 
And visibly will roam 
In sheets of wavy flame the starlit sky. 
With wild and lurid mirth, 
While the startled sons of earth 
Raise to the flaming heavens the fixed and fearful 
eve. 

* The Aurora Borealis. 
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The streamlets dare not flow ; 

In castles far below 
I lock each Water-Nymph, and keep the key, 

Till pitying Spring shall see 

The captives' misery, 
And break by force the lock, or win the keys from 
me. 

My prisoners of war 

The mighty rivers are, 
And bound in heavy chains they sadly lie, 

Nay, seas whose stormy power 

Whole fleets might once devour, 
Obedient to my sway, lay all their fury by. 

Mine is a reign of dread, 

No flower dare lift its head 
Above the darksome clods of frozen mould. 

Yet do I pave the way 

In silence, day by day, 
For hours when joyous Spring her festive court 
shall hold. 



As spots of verdant grass 

When the desert-pilgrims pass 
Look out in sunny beauty from the sand, 

So joyful Christmas smiles, 

And pleasantly beguiles 
The dreary hours when I have saddened all the 
land. 
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And thus, life's darkest day 

Hath some enlivening ray, 
Some beam of hope and joy, in mercy given, 

The dreariest hours below 

A glimpse of hope may know. 
For blessings wrapped in clouds are oftimes sent 
from Heaven. 
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